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Lucius, ) lords, and fiat- 
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Servilius 
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Philotus, 

Titus, 
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And others, 
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Three Strangers. 
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TiMANDRA, ) cibiades. 
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servants to 
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creditors. 



Cupid and Amazons in the mask. 

Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers, Banditti, and 

Attendants. 

Scene — Athens and the woods adjoining. 

ACTL 

Scene I. Athens. A hall in Timon's house. 

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweler, Merchant, and others, at 

several doors. 

Poet. Good day, sir. 

Pain. I am glad youVe well. 

Poet. I have not seen you long : how goes the world ? 
Pain. It wears, sir, as it grows. 

Poet. Ay, that's well known : 

But what particular rarity ? what strange, 
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Which manifold record not matches ? See, 
Magic of bounty ! all these spirits thy power 
Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant. 

Pain, I know them both ; th' other's a jeweler, 

Mer, O, 'tis a worthy lord. 

Jew, Nay, that's most fix'd. 

Mer, A most incomparable man ; breath'd, as it were, 
To an untirable and continuate goodness : 
He passes. 

Jew, I have a jewel here — 

Mer, O, pray, let's see't : for the Lord Timon, sir ? 

Jew, If he will touch the estimate : but, for that — 

Poet, [reading from his poem] "When we for recom- 
pense have prais'd the vile. 
It stains the glory in that happy verse 
Which aptly sings the good." 

Mer, *Tis a good form. [Looking at the jewel, 

Jew, And rich : here is a water, look ye. 

Pain, You're rapt, sir, in some work, some dedication 
To the great lord. 

Poet^ A thing slipp'd idly from me. 

Our poesy is a gum, which oozes 
From whence 'tis nourish'd : the fire i' the flint 
Shows not till it be struck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies 
Each bound it chafes. — What have you there? 

Pain, A picture, sir. — When comes your book forth ? 

Poet, Upon the heels of my presentment, sir. — 
Let's see your piece. 

Pain. *Tis a good piece. 

Poet. So 'tis : this comes off well and excellent 

Pain, Indifferent. 

Poet, Admirable : how this grace 

Speaks his own standing ! what a mental power 
This eye shoots forth ! how big imagination 
Moves in this lip ! to the dumbness of the gesture 
One might interpret. 

Pain, It is a pretty mocking of the life. 
Here is a touch ; is't good ? 

Poet, I will say of it. 

It tutors nature : artificial strife 
Lives in these touches, livelier than life, 
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Enter certain Senators, and pass €ver. 

Pain, How this lord is foUow'd 1 

Poet, The senators of Athens : — happy man ! 

Pain. Look, more ! 

Poet, You see this confluence, this great flood c 
tors. 
I have, in this rough work, shap'd out a man. 
Whom this beneath-world doth embrace and hug 
With amplest entertainment : my free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves itself 
In a wide sea of wax : no level'd malice 
Infects one comma in the course I hold ; 
But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on. 
Leaving no track behind. 

,gl^ Pain, How shall I understand you ? 

Poet. ru unbolt to yoi 

m You see how all conditions, how all minds — 

As well of glib and slippery creatures as 
Of grave and austere quality — tender down 
Their services to Lord Timon : his large fortune. 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging. 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All sorts of hearts ; yea, from the glass-fac'd flatterer 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
p Than to abhor himself : even he drops down 

The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Most rich in Timon's nod. 
Pain. I saw them speak together. 

Poet, Sir, 
I I have upon a high and pleasant hill 

Feign 'd Fortune to be thron'd : the base o* the mount 
Is rank'd with all deserts, all kind of natures. 
That labor on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate their states : amongst them all. 
Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady ftx'd. 
One do I personate of Lord Timon's frame. 
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her : 
Whose present grace to present slaves and servants 
Translates his rivals. 
Pain, 'Tis conceiv'd to scope. 

- This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks* 
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With one man beckon'd from the rest below, 
"Bowing his head against the steepy mount 
To climb his happiness, would be well expressed 
In our condition. 

Poet, Nay, sir, but hear me on. 

All those which were his fellows but of late,— 
Some better than his value, — on the moment 
Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with tendance, 
^ain sacrificial whisperings in his ear. 
Make sacred even his stirrup, and through him 
Drink the free air. 

Pain. Ay, marry, what of these ? 

Poet. When Fortune, in her shift and change of mood. 
Spurns down her late belov'd, all his dependants. 
Which labor'd after him to the mountain's top, 
Even on their knees and hands, let him slip down. 
Not one accompanying his declining iooU 

Pain. 'Tis common : 
A thousand moral paintings I can show. 
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of Fortune's 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well 
To show Lord Timon that mean eyes have seen 
The foot above the head. 

Trumpets sound. Enter TiMON, attended / a Ser» 

vant of Ventidius talking with him / Lu- 

CILIUS and other Aitendsnts /ottowing, 

Tim, Imprison 'd is he, say you ? 

Ven. Serv, Ay, my good lord ; five talents is his debt ; 
His means most short, his creditors most strait : 
Your honorable letter he desires 
To those have shut him up ; which failing him 
Periods his comfort. 

Tim, Noble Ventidius I — Well ; 

I am not of that feather to shake off 
My friend when he most needs me. I do know him 
A gentleman that well deserves a help, — 
Which he shall have : I'll pay the debt, and free him. 

Ven, Serv, Your lordship ever binds him. 
Tim, Commend me to him : I will send his ransom : 
And, being enfranchis'd, bid him come to me : — 
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Tis not •enough to help the feeble up. 
But to support him after. — Fare you well. 

Ven, Serv, All happiness to your honor f [Exit, 

Enter an old Athenian. 

Old Ath, Lord Timon, hear me speak. 

Ttm, Freely, good father. 

Old Ath, Thou hast a servant nam'd Lucilius. 

Tim, I have so : what of him? 

Old Ath. Most noble Timon, call the man before thee. 

Tim, Attends he here, or no ? — Lucilius ! 

L.UC, [coming forward^ Here, at your lordship's ser* 

vice. 

Old Ath, This fellow here. Lord Timon, this thy crea« 
ture. 
By night frequents my house. I am a man 
That from my first have been inclin'd to thrift ; 
And my estate deserves an heir more rais'd 
Than one which holds a trencher. 

Tim, Well; what further? 

Old Ath . One only daughter have I, no kin else. 
On whom I may confer what I have got : 
The maid is fair, o* the youngest for a bride, 
And I have bred her at my dearest cost 
In qualities of the best. This man of thine 
Attempts her love : I prithee, noble lord. 
Join with me to forbid him her resort ; 
Myself have spoken in vain. 

Tim, The man Is honest. 

Old Ath, Therefore he will be, Timon : 
His honesty rewards him in itself ; 
It must not bear my daughter. 

Tim, Does she love him ? 

Old Ath, She is young and apt : 
Our own precedent passions do instruct us 
What levity's in youth. 

Tim, [to Lucilius^ Love you the maid ? 

Luc, Ay, my good lord ; and she accepts of it. 

Old Ath, If in her marriage my consent be missing* 
I call the gods to witness, I will choose 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world. 
And dispossess her all. 
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Tz'm, How shall she be endow'd. 

If she be mated with an equal husband ? 

Old Ath, Three talents on the present ; in future, alL 

Tim, This gentleman of mine hath serv'd me long : 
To build his fortune I will strain a little, 
For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter: 
What you bestow, in him I'll counterpoise, 
And make him weigh with her. 

Old Ath, Most noble lord. 

Pawn me to this your honor, she is his. 

Tim, My hand to thee ; mine honor on my promise; 

Luc, Humbly I thank your lordship : never may 
That state or fortune fall into my keeping, 
Which is not ow'd to you ! 

\Exeunt Lucilius and Old Athenian, 

Poet, [presenting his poem\ Vouchsafe my labor, and 
long live your lordship ! 

Tim, I thank you ; you shall hear from me anon : 
Go not away. — What have you there, my friend ? 

Pain, [presenting his painting\ A piece of painting 
which I do beseech 
Your lordship to accept. 

Tim, Painting is welcome. 

The painting is almost the natural man ; 
For since dishonor traffics with man's nature. 
He is but outside : these pencil'd figures are 
Even such as they give out. I like your work ; 
And you shall find I like it : wait attendance 
Till you hear further from me. 
Pain, The gods preserve ye ! 

Tim, Well fare you, gentleman : give me your hand \ 
We must needs dine together. — Sir, your jewel 
Hath suffer'd under praise. 
Jew, What, my lord ! dispraise ? 

Tim, A mere satiety of commendations. 
If I should pay you for't as 'tis extoll'd. 
It would unclew me quite. 

Jew, My lord, 'tis rated 

As those which sell would give : but you well know. 
Things of like value, differing in the owners. 
Are prized by their masters : believe 't, dear lord. 
You n^end the jewel by the wearing it. 
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Tim. Well mock'd. 

Mer. No, my good lord ; he speaks the common tonguQ 
Which all men speak with him. 

Tim, Look, who comes here : 

Will you be chid ? 

Enter Apemantus. 

Jew. We'll bear, with your lordship. 

Mer. Hell spare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus. 

Apem. Till I be gentle, stay thou for thy good morrow ; 
When thou art Timon s dog, and these knaves honest. 

Tim. Why dost thou call them knaves ? thou know'st 
them not. 

Apem. Are they not Athenians ? 

Tim, Yes. 

Apem. Then I repent not. 

Jew. You know me, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Thou know'st I do ; I call'd thee by thy name. 

Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 

Ape^' Of nothing so much as that I am not like Timon* 

Tim. Whither art going } 

Apem. To knock out an honest Athenian's brains. 

Tim. That's a deed thou'lt die for. 

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law. 

Tim. How likest thou this picture, Apemantus ? 

Apem. The best, for the innocence. 

Tim. Wrought he not well that painted it ? 

A'bem. He wrought better that made the painter; and 
yet fee's but a filthy piece of work. 

Pain.YoM^re, a aog. 

Apem. Thy mother's of my generation : what's she, if 
I be a dog ? 

Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ? 

Apem. No; I eat not lords. 

Tim. An thou shouldst, thou'dst anger ladies. 

Apem. O, they eat lords ; so they come by great bellies. 

Tim. That's a lascivious apprehension. 

Apem. So thou apprehendest it : take it for thy labor. 
. Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Apemantus? 

Apem. Not so well as plain-dealing, which will not cost 
a man a doit 
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Ttm. What dost thou think 'tis worth? 

Apem, Not worth my thinking. — How now, poet I 

Poet. How now, philosopher I 

Apem, Thou liest. 

Poet. Art not one ? 

Apem. Yes. 

P^et. Then I lie not, 

Apem. Art not a poet ? 

Poet. Yes. 

Apem. Then thou liest : look in thy last work, where 
thou hast feigned him a worthy fellow. 

Poet. That's not feigned, — he is so, 

Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for 
thy labor : he that loves to be flattered is worthy o' the 
flatterer. Heavens, that I were a lord I 

Tim. What wouldst do then, Apemantus ? 

Apem. E*en as Apemantus does now, — hate a lord 
with my heart. 

Tim. What, thyself? 

Apsm. Ay. 

Tim. Wherefore ? 

Apem. That I had 'no ang^ wit to be a lord. — Art not 
thou a merchant ? 

Mer, Ay, Apemantus. 

Apem, Traffic confound thee, if the gods will not 1 

Mer. If traffic do it, the gods do it. 

Apem, Traffic's thy god ; and thy god confound 
thee I 

Trumpet sounds within. Enter a Servant. 

Tim. What trumpet's that ? 

Serv. *Tis Alcibiades, and some twenty horse. 
All of companionship. 

Tim, Pray, entertain them ; give them guide to us. — 

[Exeunt some Attendants, 
You must needs dine with me : — go not you hence 
Till I have thank'd you ; — you, when dinner s done, 
Show me this piece : — I'm joyful of your sights. 

Enter Alcibiades and his Company, with Attend* 

ants. 

Most welcome, sir ! [ They salute^ 
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Apem. * So, so, there!— • 

Ach^ contract and starve your supple Joints I —> 
That there should be small love 'mongst these sweel 

knaves, 
And all this court'sy ! The strain of man's bred out 
Into baboon and monkey. 

Alcib, Sir, you have sav'd my longing, and I feed 
Most hungerly on your sight. 

Tim, Right welcome, sir f 

Ere we depart, we'll share a bounteous time 
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in. 

\Exeunt all except Apemantuu 

Enter two Lords. 

First Lord* What time o' day is't, Apemantus ? 

Apem^ Time to be honest. 

First Lord, That time serves stilL 

Apem, The more accursM thou, that stm omitt'st it. 

Sec. Lord, Thou art going to Lord Timon's feast ? 

Apem, Ky, to see meat filT knaves, and wine heat foolSi 

Sec. Lara, Fare thee well, fare thee well. 

Apem. Thou art a fool to bid me farewell twice. 

5£r. Lord, Why, Apemantus ? 

Apem, Shouldst have kept one to thyself, for I mean to 
give thee none. 

First Lord, Hang thyself I 

Apem, No, I will do nothing at thy bidding : make thy 
requests to thy friend. 

Sec. Lord, Away, unpeaceable dog, or Til spurn thee 
hence ! 

Apem, I will fly, like a dog, the heels o* the ass. \Exit, 

First Lord, He's opposite to humanity. — Come, shall 

we in, 
And taste Lord Timon's bounty ? he outgoes 
The very heart of kindness. 

Sec, Lord. He pours it out ; Plutus, the god of gold. 
Is but his steward : no meed but he repays 
Sevenfold above itself ; no gift to him 
But breeds the giver a return exceeding 
All use of quittance. 

First Lord. The noblest mind he carries 

That ever govem'd man. 
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Sec, Lord. Long may he live 

In fortunes! — Shall we in? 
Fz'rst Lord. I'll keep you company. 

\Exeunt. 

Scene IL The same. A room of state in Timon's 

house. 

Ha utboys playing loud music. A great banquet served in; 

Flavius and others attending; then enter TiMON, 

Alcibiades, Lords, Senators, <i«^ Ventidius. 

Then comes, dropping after all, Apeman- 

TUS, discontentedly. 

Ven, Mosthonor'd Timon, 
It hath pleas'd the gods to remember my father's age. 
And call him to long peace. 
He is gone happy, and has left me rich : 
Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I do return those talents. 
Doubled with thanks and service, from whose help 
I deriv'd liberty. 

Tim, O, by no means, 

Honest Ventidius ; you mistake my love : 
I gave it freely ever ; and there's none 
Can truly say he gives, if he receives : 
If our betters play at that game, we must not dare 
To imitate them ; faults that are rich are fair. 

Ven. A noble spirit ! ^ 

[ They all stand ceremoniously looking on Timoft, 

Tim. Nay, my lords, ceremony 

Was but devis'd at first 

To set a gloss on faint deeds, hollow welcomes. 
Recanting goodness, sorry ere 'tis shown ; 
But where there is true friendship, there needs none. 
Pray, sit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes 
Than my fortunes to me. [ They sit. 

First Lord. My lord, we always have confess'd it. 

Apem, Ho, ho, confess'd it ! hang'd it, have you not ? 

Tim, O, Apemantus, — you are welcome. 

Apem, No ; 

You shall not make me welcome : 
I come to have thee thrust me out of doors. 
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Tim, Fie, thou'rt a churl ; you've got a humor there 
Does not become a man ; 'tis much to blame. — 
They say, my lords, Ira furor brevis est ; 
But yond man is ever angry. — 
Go, let him have a table by himself ; 
For he does neither affect company. 
Nor is he fit for it, indeed. 

Apem, Let me stay at thine apperil, Timon : 
I come to observe ; I give thee warning on'L 

Tim, I take no heed of thee ; thou'rt an Athenian, 
therefore welcome : I myself would have no power; 
prithee, let my meat make thee silent. 

Apem, I scorn thy meat; 'twould choke me, for I 
should ne'er flatter thee. — O you gods, what a number of 
men eat 

Timon, and he sees *em not ! It grieves me to see 
So many dip their meat in one man's blood ; 
And all the madness is, he cheers them up too. 
I wonder men dare trust themselves with men : 
Methinks they should invite them without knives ; 
Good for their meat, and safer for their lives. 
There's much example for't ; the fellow that sits next 
him now, parts bread with him, pledges the breath of him 
in a divided draught, is the readiest man to kill him : 't has 
been proved. If I 

Were a huge man, I should fear to drink at meals ; 
Lest they should spy my windpipe's dangerous notes : 
Great men should cirink with harness on their throats. 

Tim, \to a Lord who drinks to Aim] My lord, in 
heart ; and let the health go round. 

Sec, Lord, Let it flow this way, my good lord. 

Apem, Flow this way ! A brave fellow I he keeps his 
tides well. — Those healths will make thee and thy state 
look ill, Timon. — 

Here's that which is too weak to be a sinner. 
Honest water, which ne'er left man i* the mire : 
This and my ifood are equals ; there's no odds : 
Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the godSi 

Apemantus* grace. 

Immortal gods, I crave no pelf; 
I pray for no man but myself : 
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Grant I may never prove so fond. 

To trust man on his oath or bond ; 

Or a harlot, for her weeping ; 

Or a dog, that seems a-sleeping ; 

Or a keeper with my freedom ; 

Or my friends, if I should need 'em. 

Amen. So fall to't : 

Rich men sin, and I eat root. \Eats and drinks^ 

Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus I 

Tim, Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in the field now* 
AJicib, My heart is ever at your service, my lord. 
Tim. You had rather be at a breakfast of enemies than 

a dinner of friends. 
Alcib, So they were bleeding-new, my lord, there's no 

meat like 'em : I could wish my best friend at such a 

feast. 
Apem. Would all those flatterers were thine enemies, 

then, that thou mightst kill 'em, and bid me to 'em ! 

First Lord, Might we but have that happiness, my 
lord, that you would once use our hearts, whereby we 
might express some part of our zeals, we should think 
ourselves for ever perfect. 

Tim, O, no doubt, my good friends, but the gods 
themselves have provided that I shall have much help 
from you : how had you been my friends else ? why have 
you that charitable title from thousands, did not you 
chiefly belong to my heart? I have told more of you to 
myself than you can with modesty speak in your own be- 
half ; and thus far I confirm you. O you gods, think I, 
what need we have any friends, if we should ne'er have 
need of 'em ? they were the most needless creatures liv- 
ing, should we ne'er have use for 'em ; and would most 
resemble sweet instruments hung up in cases, that keep 
their sounds to themselves. Why, I have often wished 
myself poorer, that I might come nearer to you. We are 
bom to do benefits : and what better or properer can we 
call our own than the riches of our friends r O, what a 
precious comfort 'tis, to have so many, like brothers, 
commanding one another's fortunes ! O joy, e'en made 
away ere't can be bom I Mine eves cannot hold out 
water, methinks: to forget their faults, I drink to you. 
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Afiem. Thou weepest to make them drink, Timoiu 
Sec, Lord, Joy had the like conception in our eyes. 
And, at that instant, like a babe sprung up. 
A fern. Ho, ho I I laugh to think that babe a bastard. 
Third Lord, I promise you, my lord, you mov'd me 

much. 
Apem. Much! {Tucket sounded within. 

Tim. What means that trump ? 

Enter a Servant. 

How now f 

Serv, Please you, my lord, there are certain ladies 
most desirous of admittance. 

Tim, Ladies I what are their wills ? 

Serv, There comes with them a forerunner, my lord, 
which bears that office, to signify their pleasures. 

Tim. I pray, let them be admitted. 

Enter CUPID. 

Cup, Hail to thee, worthy Timon ; — and to all 
That of his bounties taste ! — The five best senses 
Acknowledge thee their patron ; and come freely 
To gratulate thy plenteous bosom : 
Th' ear, taste, touch, smell, pieas'd from thy table rise;— 
These only now come but to feast thine eyes. 

Tim, They're welcome all ; let *em have kind admit* 
tance : — 
Music, make their welcome ! {Exit Cupid. 

First Lord. You see, my lord, how ample youVe be» 

lov'd. 

Music, Re-enter CuPiD, with a Mask of Ladies as 
Amazons with lutes in their hands, dancing 

and playing, 

Apem, Hoy-day, what a sweep of vanity comes this 
way! 
They dance I they are mad women. 
Like madness is the glory of this life. 
As this pomp shows to a little oil and root. 
We make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves ; 
And spend our flatteries, to drink those men. 
Upon whose age we void it up agen, 
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With poisonous spite and envy. 

Who lives, that's not depraved or depraves ? 

Who dies, that bears not one spurn to their graves 

Of their friends' gift ? 

I should fear those that dance before me now 

Would one day stamp upon me : 't has been done ; 

Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 

The Lords rise from table, with much adoring 13/ 

TiMON ; ana to show their loves, each singles 

out an Amazon, and all dance ; men 

with women, a lofty strain or two 

to the hautboys, and cease. 

Tim, You have done our pleasures much grace, fair 
ladies. 
Set a fair fashion on our entertainment, 
Which was not half so beautiful and kind ; 
You've added worth unto't and lively luster. 
And entertain 'd me with mine own device ; 
I am to thank you for't. 

First Lady, My lord, you take us even at the best. 

Afiem, Faith, for the worst is filthy ; and would not 
hold taking, I doubt me. 

Tim, Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you : 
Please you to dispose yourselves. 

All Lad, Most thankfully, my lord. 

[Exeunt Cupid and Ladies* 

Tim, Flavius, — 

Flav, My lord ? 

Tim, The little casket bring me hither. 

Flav. Yes, my lord. — [Aside] More jewels yet I 
There is no crossing him in's humor ; 
Else I should tell him, — well, i' faith, I should, — 
When all's spent, he'd be cross'd then, an he could. 
*Tis pity bounty had not eyes behind. 
That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind. [Exit 

First Lord, Where be our men ? 

Serv, Here, my lord, in readiness. 

Sec. Lord, Our horses I 

Reenter Flavius with the casket. 
Tim. O my friends. 
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IVe one word to say to you : — look you, my good lord, 

I must entreat you, honor me so much 

As to advance this jewel ; accept and wear it* 

Kind my lord. 

First Lord, I am so far already in your gifts,^ 

AIL So are we all. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, My lord, there are certain nobles of the senate 
Newly alighted, and come to visit you. 

Ttm, They're fairly welcome. 

Fiav, I beseech your honor» 

Vouchsafe me a word, it does concern you near. 

Ttm. Near ! why, then, another time I'll hear thee : 
I prithee. 
Let's be provided to show them entertainment 

Fiav, [aside\ I scarce know how. 

Enter a second Servant. 

Sec, Serv, May it please your honor, Lord Lucius* 
Out of his free love, hath presented to you 
Four milk-white horses, trapp'd in silver. 

Tim, I shall accept them fairly : let the presents 
Be worthily entertain'd. 

Enter a third Servant. 

How now I what news ? 

Third Serv. Please you, my lord, that honorafa^ 
gentleman. Lord Lucullus, entreats your company to*, 
morrow to hunt with him ; and has sent your honor twe 
brace of greyhounds. 

Tim. I'll hunt with him ; and let them be receiv'd, 
Not without fair reward. 

Flav. [aside] What will this come to ? 

He commands us to provide, and give great gifts. 
And all out of an empty coffer : 
Nor will he know his purse ; or yield me this. 
To show him what a beggar his heart is. 
Being of no power to make his wishes good : 
His promises fly so beyond his state. 
That what he speaks is all in debt ; he owes 
For every wora : he's so kind, that he now 
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Pays interest for't ; his land's put to their books. 

Well, would I were gently put out of office, 

Before I were forc'd out ! 

Happier is he that has no friend to feed 

Than such that do e'en enemies exceed. 

I bleed inwardly for my lord. \Exit^ 

Tzm, You do yourselves 

Much wrong, you bate too much of your own merits : — 
Here, my lord, a trifle of our love. 

Sec. Lord. With more than common thanks I will re- 
ceive it. 

Third Lord, O, he's the very soul of bounty ! 

Tim, And now I remember, my lord, you gave 
Good words the other day of a bay courser 
I rode on : it is yours, because you lik'd it. 

First Lord. O, I beseech you, pardon me, my lord. 
In that. 

Tim, You may take my word, my lord ; I know, no 
man 
Can justly praise but what he does affect : 
I weigh my friend's affection with mine own ; 
I'll tell you true. — I'll call to you. 

All Lords, O, none so welcome. 

Tim. I take all and your several visitations 
So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give ; 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends. 
And ne'er be weary. — Alcibiades, 
Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich ; 
It comes in charity to thee ; for all thy living 
Is 'mongst the dead ; and all the lands thou hast 
Lie in a pitch 'd field. 

Alcib, Ay, defil'd land, my lord. 

First Lord, We are so virtuously bound — 

Tim, And so 

Am I to you. 

Sec, Lord, So infinitely endear'd — 

Tim. All to you. — Lights, more lights ! 

First Lord, The best of happinesSi 

Honor, and fortunes, keep with you, Lord Timon ! 

Tim. Ready for his fnends. 

[Exeunt all except Apemantus and Timon. 

Apem. What a coil's here I 
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Serving of becks, and jutting-out of bums ! 
I doubt whether their legs be worth the sums 
That are given for 'em. Friendship's full of dregs : 
Methinks, false hearts should never have sound legs. 
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on court'sies. 

Ttm. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not sullen, 
I would be good to thee. 

Afiem, No, I'll nothing ; for if I should be bribed too, 
there would be none left to rail upon thee ; and then thou 
wouldst sin the faster. Thou givest so long, Timon. I 
fear me thou wilt give away thyself in paper shortly : what 
need these feasts, pomps, and vain-glories ? 

Tim, Nay, an you begin to rail on society once, I 
am sworn not to give regard to you. Farewell ; and come 
with better mlisic. [Exit. 

Apem. So ; thou wilt not hear me now, — 
Thou shalt not then, I'll lock thy heaven from thee. — 
O that mfen's ears should be 
To counsel deaf, but not to flattery ! [Exttm 

ACT II. 

Scene I. Athens, A room in a Senator's house. 

Enter a Senator, with papers in his hand. 

Sen, And late, five thousand ; — to Varro and to Isidore 
He owes nine thousand ; — besides my former sum, 
Which makes it five-and-twenty. — Still in motion 
Of raging waste ? It cannot hold ; it will not. 
If I want gold, steal but a beggar's dog, 
And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold : 
If I would sell my horse, and. buy ten more 
Better than he, why, give my horse to Timon, 
Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me straight 
Ten able horses : no porter at his gate ; 
But rather one that smiles, and still invites 
All that pass by. It cannot hold ; no reason 
Can found his state in safety. — Caphis, ho I 
Caphis, I say 1 

Enter Caphis. 

Caph^ Here, sir ; what is your pleasure ? 

Sen, Get on your cloak, and haste you to Lord TinK)n; 
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Imp6rtune him for my moneys ; be not ceas'd 

With slight denial ; nor then silenc'd when — 

"Commend me to your master" — and the cap 

Plays in the right hand, thus : — but tell him, slnah. 

My uses cry to me, I must serve my turn 

Out of mine own ; his days and times are past. 

And my reliances on his fracted dates 

Have smit my credit: I love and honor him ; 

But must not break my back to heal his finger: 

Immediate are my needs ; and my relief 

Must not be toss'd and turn'd to me in words. 

But find supply immediate. Get you gone: 

Put on a most importunate aspect, 

A visage of demand ; for, I do fear, 

When every feather sticks in his own wing. 

Lord Timon will be left a naked gull. 

Which flashes now a phoenix. Get you gone. 

Caph, I go, sir. 

Sen. Take the bonds along with you. 

And have the dates in compt. 

Caph, I will, sir. 

Sen, Go. [Exeunt^ 

Scene II. The same, A hall in Timon's house. 

Enter Flavius, with many bills in his hand, 

Flav, No care, no stop ! so senseless of expense, 
That he will neither know how to maintain it. 
Nor cease his flow of riot : takes no account 
How things go from him ; nor resumes no care 
Of what is to continue : never mind 
Was to be so unwise, to be so kind. 
What shall be done ? he will not hear, till feel : 
I must be round with him, now he comes from hunting. 
Fie, fie, fie, fie ! 

Enter C APHIS, and the Servants of Isidore and 

Varro. 

Caph, Good even, Varro : what. 

You come for money ? 

Var, Serv, Is*t not your business too } 

Caph, It is: — and yours too, Isidore ? 
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Isid. Serv, It is so. 

CafiA. Would we were all discharged ! 
Var, Serv. I fear iU 

Cafih. Here comes the lord. 

Enter TiMON, Alcibiades, and Lords, &c, 

Tim. So soon as dinner's done we'll forth again* 
My Alcibiades. — With me ? what is your will F 

Caph, My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 

Tim. Dues ! Whence are you ? 

Caph, Of Athens here, my lord 

Tim. Go to my steward. 

Caph. Please it your lordship, he hath put me ofif 
To the succession of new days this month : 
My master is awak'd by great occasion 
To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you. 
That with your other noble parts you'll suit 
In giving him his right. 

Tim. Mine honest friend, 

I prithee, but repair to me next morning. 

Caph. Nay, good my lord, — 

Tim. Contain thyself, good friend. 

Var* Serv. One Varro's servant, my good lord, — 
Isid. Serv. From Isidore c 

He humbly prays your speedy payment*— 

Caph. If you did know, my lord, my master's wants, — 

Var. Serv, *Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, six weeks 
And past,— 

hid, Serv. Your steward puts me off, my lord; 
And I am sent expressly to your lordship. 

Tim. Give me breath. — 
I do beseech you, good my lords, keep on ; 
I'll wait upon you m&X.2Sit\y. [Exeunt Alcibiades andLordi^ 

[ To F/av.] Come hither : pray you. 
How goes the world, that I am thus encounter'd 
With clamorous demands of date-broke bonds. 
And the detention of long-since-due debts. 
Against my honor ? 

Ftav, Please you, gentlemen. 

The time is unagreeable to this business : 
Your imp6rtunacy cease till after dinner ; 
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That I may make his lordship understand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim. Do so, my friends. — 

See them weL entertain'd. [Exit 

Flav, Pray, draw near. \Exit^ 

Caph. Stay, stay, here comes the fool with Apemantus : 
let's ha' some sport with *em. 

Var. Serv. Hang him, he'll abuse us. 

Istd. Serv, A plague upon him, dog ! 

Enter Apemantus and FooL 

Var, Serv, How dost, fool ? 

Afiem. Dost dialogue with thy shadow ? 

Var, Serv, I speak not to thee, 

Apem, No, 'tis to thyself. — [ To the Fool] Come away. 

Isid, Serv, [to Var Serv,"] There's the fool hangs on 
your back already. 

Apem. No, thou stand'st single, thou'rt not on him yet. 

Caph, Where's the fool now ? 

Apem, He last asked the question.— Poor rogues, and 
usurers' men ! bawds between gold and want I 

All, Serv, What are we, Apemantus ? 

Apem, Asses. 

All, Serv, Why? 

Apem, That you ask me what you arc, and do not 
know yourselves. — Speak to *em, fool. 

Fool, How do you, gentlemen ? 

All Serv, Gramercies, good fool : how does your mis- 
tress ? 

Fool, She's e'en setting on water to scald such chick« 
ens as you arc. Would we could see you at Corinth I 

Apem, Good! gramercy. 

FooL Look you, here comes my mistress* page. 

Enter Page. 

Page, [to the Fool] Why, how now, captain ! what do 
you in this wise company ? — How dost thou, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I might 
answer thee profitably f 

Page. Pritnee, Apemantus, read me the superscription 
of these letters : I know not which is which. 
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Apem, Canst not read ? 

Page, No. 

Apem, There will little learning die, then, that day 
Ihou art hanged. This is to Lord Timon ; this to Alci- 
biades. Go; thou wast born a bastard, and thou'it die 
a bawd. 

Page, Thou wast whelped a dog, and thou shalt fam- 
ish, a dog's death. Answer not, I am gone. 

Apem, E'en so thou outrunnest grace. \Extt Page,} 
Fool, I will go with you to Lord Timon's. 

Pool. Will you leave me there ? 

Apem, If Timon stay at home.— You three serve 
three usurers ? 

All, Serv, Ay ; would they served us ! 

Apem. So would I,— as good a trick as ever hangrman 
served thief. 

Fool. Are you three usurers' men ? 

All Serv, Ay, fool. 

Pooh I think no usurer but has a fool to his servant : 
my mistress is one, and I am her fool. When men come to 
borrow of your masters, they approach sadly, and go away 
merrily ; but they enter my mistress* house merrily, and 
go away sadly : the reason of this ? 
Var. Serv, I could render one. 

Apem, Do it, then, that we may account thee a whore- 
master and a knave ; which notwithstanding, thou shalt 
be no less esteemed. 

Var. Serv. What is a whoremaster, fool ? 

Pool. A fool in good clothes, and something like thee. 
*Tis a spirit : sometime 't appears like a lord ; sometime 
like a lawyer; sometime like a philosopher, with two 
stones more than's artificial one : he is very often like a 
knight ; and, generally, in all shapes that man goes up and 
down in from fourscore to thirteen," this spirit walks in. 
Var. Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool. 
Pool. Nor thou altogether a wise man : as much foolerj 
as I have, so much wit thou lackest. 
Apem. That answer might have become Apemantus, 
All Serv. Aside, aside ; here comes Lord Timon. 

Re-enter TiMON and FlaviUS. 

Apem. Come with me, fool, come. 
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FooL I do not always follow lover, elder brother, and 
woman ; sometime the philosopher. 

[Exeunt Apemantus and FooU 

Flav. Pray you, walk near : I'll speak with you anon. 

[Exeunt Ser^mnts* 

Tim, You make me marvel : wherefore ere this time 
Had you not fully laid my state before me ; 
That I might so have rated my expense 
As I had leave of means ? 

Flav, You would not hear me^ 

At many leisures I propos'd. 

Tim, Go to : 

Perchance some single vantages you tookt 
When my indisposition put you back ; 
And that unaptness made you minister. 
Thus to excuse yourself. 

Flav. O my good lord. 

At many times I brought in my accounts. 
Laid them before you ; you would throw them oH 
And say, you found them in mine honesty. 
When, for some trifling present, you have bid me 
Return so much, I've shook my head and wept ; 
Yea, 'gainst th' authority of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your hand more close : I did endure 
Not seldom, nor no slight checks, when I have 
Prompted you, in the rf)b of your estate. 
And your great flow of debts. My dear-lov'd lord. 
Though you hear now — too late — yet now's a time^ 
The greatest of your having lacks a half 
To pay your present debts. 

Tim. Let all my land be sold. 

Flav. Tis all engag'd, some forfeited and gone ; 
And what remains will hardly stop the mouth 
Of present dues : the future comes apace : 
What shall defend the interim ? and at length 
How goes our reckoning ? 

Tim. To Lacedaemon did my land extend. 

Flav. O my good lord, the world is but a word : * 

Were it all yours to give it in a breath. 
How quickly were it gone I 

Tim. You tell me true, 

Flav. If you suspect my husbandry or falsehood, 
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Call me before th' exactest auditors, 

And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me^ 

When all our offices have been oppress'd 

With riotous feeders ; when our vaults have wept 

With drunken spilth of wine ; when every room 

Hath blaz*d with lights and bray*d with minstrelsy; 

I have retired me to a wasteful cock. 

And set mine eyes at flow. 

Tim, Prithee, no more. 

Flav. Heavens, have I said, the bounty of this lord \ 
How many prodigal bits have slaves and peasants 
This night englutted I Who is not Lord Timon's ? 
What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is Lord 

Timon's? 
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon ! 
Ah, when the means are gone that buy this praise. 
The breath is gone whereof this praise is made : 
Feast-won, fast-lost ; one cloud of winter showers. 
These flies are couch'd. 

Tim, Come, sermon me no further : 

No villainous bounty yet hath pass'd my heart ; 
Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given. 
Why dost thou weep ? Canst thou the conscience lack. 
To think I shall lack friends ? Secure thy heart ; 
If I would broach the vessels of my love. 
And try the argument of hearts by borrowing. 
Men and men's fortunes could I frankly use 
As I can bid thee speak. 

Flav. Assurance bless your thoughts f 

Tim. And, in some sort, these wants of mine are 
crown'd. 
That I account them blessings ; for by these 
Shall I try friends : you shall perceive how you 
Mistake my fortunes ; I am wealthy in my friends. — 
Within there ! Flaminius ! Servilius I 

Enter Flaminius, Servilius, ana other Servants. 

Servants. My lord ? my lord ? — 

Tim. I will dispatch you severally: — \to Servil.'] you 
to Lord Lucius ; — [to Flam. ^ to Lord Lucullus you; I 
hunted with his honor to-day; — [to another Servil you 
to Sempronius : commend me to their loves ; and, I am 
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proud, say, that mv occasions have found time to use 'em 
toward a supply of money: let the request be fifty talents. 

Flam, As you have said, my lord. 

{Exit with Servilius and another Servant. 

Flam, [aside] Lord Lucius and Lucullus ? hum ! 

Tim, [to another Sen/.] Go you, sir, to the senators,— - 
Of whom, even to the state's best health, I have 
Oeserv'd this hearing; bid 'em send o'th' instant 
A thousand talents to me. [Exit Servant, 

Flav, I have been bold — 

For that I knew it the most general way — 
To them to use your signet and your name ; 
But they do shake their heads, and I am here^ 
Vo richer in return. 

Tim, Is*t true ? can 't be ? 

Flav, They answer, in a joint and corporate voice. 
That now they are at Jfall, want treasure, cannot 
Do what they' would ; are sorry — you are honorable -^ 
But yet they could have wish'd — they know not what — 
Something hath been amiss — a noble nature 
May catch a wrench — would all were well — 'tis pity; — 
And so, intending other serious matters. 
After distasteful looks and these hard fractions, 
With certain half-caps and cold-moving nods 
They froze me into silence. 

Tim, You gods, reward them ! — 

I prithee, man, look cheerly. These old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in tnem hereditary : 
Their blood is cak*d, 'tis cold, it seldom flows ; 
'Tis lack of kindly warmth they are not kind ; 
And nature, as it grows again toward earth. 
Is fashion'd for*"the journey, dull and heavy. — 
[ To another Serv.} Go to Ventidius, — [to Flav,] Prithee^ 

be not sad, 
Thou art true and honest ; ingeniously I speak. 
No blame belongs to thee : — [to the same Serv,] Ventidius 

lately 
Buried his father ; by whose death he's stepp'd 
Into a great estate : when he was poor, 
Imprisom'd, and in scarcity of friends, 
I clear'd him with five talents : greet him from me ; 
Bid him suppose some good necessity 
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Touches his friend, which craves to be remember'd 
With those five talents. [Exif Seru^ 

[ To Flav,] That had, give't these fellows 
To whom 'tis instant due. Ne'er speak, or think, 
That Timon's fortunes *mong his friends can sink. 
Flav. I would I could not think it : that thought 13 

bounty's foe : 
Being free itself, it thinks all others sa {Exeunt^ 

ACT III. 

Scene L Athens. A room in Lucullus' house. 

FlaMINIUS watting. Enter a Servant to him, 

Serv, I have told my lord of you » Vie is coming down 
to you. 
Flam. I thank you, sir. 

Enter LUCULLUS. 

Serv, Here's my lord. 

LucuL [aside] One of Lord Timon's men ? a gift, I 
warrant. Why, this hits right ; I dreamt of a silver basin 
and ewer to-night.-— Flaminius, honest Flaminius; you 
are very respectively welcome, sir. — Fill me some wine. 

iExit ServJ\ — And how does that honorable, complete, 
reehearted gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good 
lord and master? 

Flam, His health is well, sir. 

LucuL I am right glad that his health is well, sir: and 
what hast thou there under thy cloak, pretty Flaminius ? 

Flam, Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir; which, in 
mv lord's behalf, I come to entreat your honor to supply ; 
who, having great and instant occasion to use fifty talents, 
hath sent to your lordship to furnish him, nothing doubt- 
ing your present assistance therein. 

Lucul, La, la, la, la, — " nothing doubting," says he ? 
Alas, good lord I a noble gentleman 'tis, if he would not 
keep so good a house. Many a time and often I ha' dined 
with him, and told him on't ; and come again to supper 
to him, of purpose to have him spend less ; and yet he 
would embrace no counsel, take no warning by my com-* 
ing. Every man has his fault, and honesty is his: I ha' 
told him on't, but I could ne'er get him from't. 
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Re-enter Sen^ant, lui'th wine. 

Serv. Please your lordship, here is the wine. 

LucuL Flaminius, I have noted thee always wise. 
Here's to thee. {Drinks and then gives him wine^ 

Flam, Your lordship speaks your pleasure. 

LucuL I have observed thee always for a towardly 
prompt spirit, — give thee thy due, — and one that knows 
what belongs to reason ; and canst use the time well, if 
the time use thee well: good parts in thee. — \To Serv,"] 
Get you gone, sirrah. [Exit Ser7\] — Draw nearer, 
honest Flaminius. Thy lord's a bountiful gentleman: 
but thou art wise; and thou knowest well enough, al- 
though thou comest to me, that this is no time to lend 
money ; especially upon bare friendship, without security. 
Here's three soli dares for thee: good boy, wink at me, and 
say thou sawest me not. Fare thee well. 

Flam, Is't possible the world should so much differ. 
And we alive that liv'd ? Fly, damned baseness, 
To him that worships thee ! [ Throwing the money back* 

LucuL Ha ! now I see thou art a fool, and fit for thy 
master. [Exit, 

Flam, May these add to the number that may scald 
thee ! 
Let molten coin be thy damnation, 
Thou disease of a friend, and not himself ! 
Has friendship such a faint and milky heart. 
It turns in less than two nights 1 O you gods, 
I feel my master's passion ! This slave 
Unto his honor has my lord's meat in him: 
Why should it thrive, and turn to nutriment. 
When he is turn'd to poison ? 
O. may diseases only work upon't I 
And, when he's sick to death, let not that part of nature 
Which my lord paid for, be of any power 
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour I \ExtL 

SCEN E n . The same. A public place. 

Enter LUCIUS, with three Strangers, 

Luc, Who. the Lord Timon ? he is my very good 
friend, and an honorable gentleman, 
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First Stran, We know him for no less, though we are 
but strangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my 
lord, and which I hear from common rumors, — now 
Lord Timon's happy hours are done and past, and his 
estate shrinks from him. 

Luc, Fie, no, do not believe it; he cannot want for 
money. 

Sec, Strafu But believe you this, my lord, that, not 

long ago, one of his men was with the Lord Lucullus to 

borrow so many talents ; nay, urged extremely for't, and 

showed what necessity belonged to't, and yet was denied. 

Luc, How I 

Sec, Strati, I tell you, denied, my lord. 
Luc* What a strange case was that ! now, before the 
gods, I am ashamed on't. Denied that honorable man I 
there was very little honor showed in't. For my part, 
I must needs confess, I have received some little kind- 
nesses from him, as money, plate, jewels, and such-like 
trifles, nothing comparing to his; yet, had he mistook 
him, and sent to me, I should ne'er have denied his oc- 
casion so many talents. 

Enter Servilius. 

ServiL See, by good hap, yonder's my lord ; I have 
swet to see his honor. — \To Lucius] My honored lord, — 

Z«r. Servilius I you are kindly met, sir. Fare thee well : 
commend me to thy honorable virtuous lord, my very ex- 
quisite friend. 

Servil. May it please your honor, my lord hath sent — 

Luc, Ha I what has he sent ? I am so much endeared 
to that lord ; he's ever sending : how shall I thank him, 
thinkest thou ? And what has he sent now ? 

Servil, 'Has only sent his present occasion now, my 
lord ; requesting your lordship to supply his instant use 
with so many talents. 

Luc, I know his lordship is but merry with me ; 
He cannot want fifty-five nundred talents. 

Servil, But in the mean time he wants less, my lord. 
If his occasion were not virtuous, 
I should not urge it half so faithfully, 

Luc, Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius ? 

ServtL Upon my soul, 'tis true, sir. 
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Luc, What a wicked beast was I to disfumish myself 
against such a good time, when I might ha' shown myself 
honorable ! how unluckily it happened, that I should pur- 
chase the day before for a little part, and undo a g^eat 
deal of honor ! — Servilius, now, before the gods, I am 
not able to do, — the more beast, I say : — I was sending 
to use Lord Timon myself, these gentlemen can witness ; 
but I would not, for the wealth of Athens. I had done*t now. 
Commend me bountifully to his good lordship ; and I 
hope his honor will conceive the fairest of me, because I 
have no power to be kind : — and tell him this from me, 
I count it one of my greatest afflictions, say, that I cannot 
pleasure such an honorable gentleman. Good Servilius, 
will you befriend me so far, as to use mine own words to 
him? 

ServiL Yes, sir, I shall. 

Luc. ril look you out a good turn, Servilius. 

{Exit Servilius. 
True, as you said, Timon is shrunk indeed ; 
And he tnat's once denied will hardly speed. [Exit. 

First Stran, Did you observe this, Hostilius ? 

Sec, Stran. Ay, too welL 

First Stran, Why, this 
Is the world's soul ; and just of the same piece 
Is every flatterer's spirit. Who can call him 
His friend that dips in the same dish ? for, in 
My knowing, Timon has been this lord's father, 
And kept his credit with his purse ; 
Supported his estate ; nay, Timon 's money 
Has paid his men their wages : he ne'er drinks. 
But Timon 's silver treads upon his lip ; 
And yet — O, see the monstrousness oif man 
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape I— 
He does deny him, in respect of his, 
What charitable men afford to beggars. 

Third Stran, Religion groans at it. 

First Stran. For mine own part, 

I never tasted Timon in my life. 
Nor e'er came any of his bounties o'er me. 
To mark me for his friend ; yet, I protest. 
For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue. 
And honorable carriage, 
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Had his necessity made use of me, 

I would have put my wealth into donation. 

And the best naif should have retum'd (o himi 

So much I love his heart : but I perceive 

Men must learn now with pity to dispense ; 

For policy sits above conscience. [Exeunt^ 

Scene III. The same. A room in Sempronius' housA 
Enter Sempronius, and a Servant ^2/" Timon's. 

Sem. Must he needs trouble me in't, — hum I — 'bove 
all others ? 
He might have tried Lord Lucius or LucuUus ; 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeem 'd from prison : all these three 
Owe their estates unto him. 

Seru. My lord, they 

Have all been touch 'd, and found base metal ; for 
They've all denied him, 

Sem, How I have they denied him ? 

Have Ventidius and Lucullus denied him ? 
And does he send to me? Three ? hum ! — 
It shows but little love or judgment in him : 
Must I be his last refuge ? His friends, like physicians, 
Thrice give him over: must I take the cure upon me? 
'Has much disgrac'd me in't ; I'm angry at him. 
That might have known my place : I see no sense for't. 
But his occasions might have woo'd me first ; 
For, in my conscience, I was the first man 
That e'er received gift from him : 
And does he think so backwardly of me now. 
That I'll requite it last ? No : 
So it may prove an argrument of laughter 
To the rest, and 'mongst lords I be thought a fool. 
I'd rather than the worth of thrice the sum, 
'Had sent to me first, but for my mind's sake ; 
rd such a courage to do him good. But now return. 
And with their faint reply this answer join : 
Who bates mine honor shall not know my coin. \Exttm 

Serv. Excellent ! Your lordship's a goodly villain. 
The devil knew not what he did when he made man 
politic, — he crossed himself by't : and I cannot think 
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but, in the end, the villainies of man will set him cle^j-i 

How fairly this lord strives to appear foul I takes virtuous 

copies to be wicked ; like those that, under hot ardei:^^ 

^eal, would set all realms on tire : 

Of such a nature is his politic love. 

This was my lord's last hope ; now all are fled. 

Save the gods only : now his friends are dead. 

Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wardi 

Many a bounteous year, must be employed 

Now to guard sure their master. 

And this is all a liberal course allows ; 

Who cannot keep his wealth must keep his house. [^jr^V. 

Scene IV. The same. A hall in Timon's house. 

Enter two Servants of Varro, and the Servant q^ 
Lucius, meeting Titus, Hortensius, and other 
Servants of TiMON's creditors, waiting his 

coming out. 

First Var. Serv. Well met ; good morrow, Titus and 

Hortensius. 

Tit. The like to you, kind Varro, 

Hor. Lucius I 

What, do we meet together ? 

Luc, Serv. Ay, and I think 

One business does command us all ; for mine 
Is money. 

Tit. So is theirs and ours. 

Enter Philotus. 

Luc. Serv. And Sir Philotus too ! 

Phi. Good day at once. 

Luc, Serv. Welcome, good brother. 

What do you think the hour ? 

Phi. Laboring for nine. 

Luc, Serv. So much ? 

Phi, Is not my lord seen yet ? 

Luc. Serv. Not yet. 

Phi. I wonder on't ; he was wont to shine at seven. 

Luc, Serv, Ay, but the days are wax'd shorter with him ; 
Vou must consider that a prodigal course 
ts like the sun's ; 
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But not, like his, recoverable. I fear 
*Tis deepest winter in Lord Timon's purse ; 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 

PAt\ I am of your fear for that. 

7Y/. I'll show you how t' observe a strange event* 
Your lord sends now for money. 

I/or. Most true, he does. 

7"//, And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift. 
For which I wait for money. 

//or. It is against my heart. 

Luc, Seru, Mark, how strange it showa^ 

Timon in this should pay more than he owes ; 
And e'en as if your lord should wear rich jewels. 
And send for money for 'em. 

//or, I'm weary of this charge, the gods can witness; 
I know my lord hath spent of Timon's wealth. 
And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealth. 

First Var. Seru. Yes, mine's three thousand crowns r 

what's yours ? 

Luc, Serv, Five thousand mine. 

First Var, Serv, *Tis much deep : and it should seem 

by the sum 
Your master's confidence was above mine ; 
Else, surely, his had equal'd. 

Enter FlaminiuS. 

Tit, One of Lord Timon's men. 

Luc, Serv, Flaminius ! — Sir, a word : pray, is my 
lord ready to come forth ? 

Flam, No, indeed, he is not. 

Tit, We attend his lordship ; pray, signify so much. 

Flam, I need not tell him that ; he knows you are too 
diligent. [Exii^ 

Enter Flavius in a cloaks muffled, 

Luc, Serv, Ha ! is not that his steward muffled so ? 
He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him. 

Tit, Do you hear, sir ? 

Both Var, Serv, By your leave, sir, — 

Flav, What do ye ask of me, my friends ? 
* Tit, We wait for certain money here, sir. 
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Flav, Ay, 

if money were as certain as your waiting, 
Twere sure enough. 

Why then preferr'd you not your sums and bills 
"When your false masters eat of my lord's meat ? 
Then they could smile, and fawn upon his debts, 
And take down th' interest into their gluttonous maws. 
You do yourselves but wrong to stir me up ; 
Let me pass quietly : 

Believe't, my lord and I have made an end ; 
I have no more to reckon, he to spend. 

Luc, Serv, Ay, but this answer will not serve. 

Flav. If 'twill not serve, 'tis not so base as you ; 
For you serve knaves. [Exit, 

First Var, Serv. How ! what does his cashiered wor- 
ship mutter ? 

Sec, Var, Serv, No matter what ; he's poor, and that's 
revenge enough. Who can speak broader than he that 
ftias no house to put his head in ? such may rail against 
^eat buildings. 

Enter Servilius. 

Tit, O, here's Servilius; now we shall know some 
answer. 

Servil, If I might beseech you, gentlemen, to repair 
some other hour, I should derive much from't; for. 
take't of my soul, my lord leans wondrously to discon- 
tent : his comfortable temper has forsook him ; he's 
much out of health, and keeps his chamber. 

Luc, Serv, Many do keep their chambers are not sick ; 
And, if it be so far beyond nis health. 
Methinks he should the sooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the gods. 

ServiL Good gods ! 

Tit, We cannot take this for an answer, sir. 

Flam, \witkin\ Servilius, help ! — My lord I my lord f 

Enter TiMON, in a rage ; F1.AMINIVS following^ 

Tim, What, are my doors oppos'd ag^nst my passage ? 
Have I been ever free, and must my house 
Be my rete ntive enemy, my gaol ^ 
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The place which I have feasted, does it now. 
Like all mankind, show me an iron heart ? 

Luc. Serv, Put in now, Titus. 

7/7. My lord, here is my bilL 

Lmc, Serv. Here's mine. 

Hot, Serv, And mine, my lord. 

Both Var. Serv. And ours» my lord. 

Pht\ All our biUs. 

Tim, Knock me down with 'em : cleave me to the girdle 

Luc. Serv, Alas, my lord, — 

Tim. Cut my heart in sums. 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim, Tell out my blood. 

Luc, Serv, Five thousand crowns* my lord. 

Tim, Five thousand drops pays that. — ^Whal yours ?— 
and yours ? 

First Var Serv, My lord, — 

Sec, Var Serv, My lord, — 

Tim, Tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon you f 

\Exit, 

Hor. Faith, I perceive our masters may throw theif 
caps at their money : these debts may well be called des* 
perate ones, for a madman owes *em. \Exeunt, 

Reenter TiMON and Flavius. 

Tim, They have e'en put my breath frcm me, the slaves^ 
Creditors I — devils. 

Flav, My dear lord, — 

Tim, What if it should be so ? 

Flav, My lord, — 

Tim, I'll have it so. — My steward I 

Flav. Here, my lord. 

Tim, So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends again. • 

Lucius, LucuUus, and Sempronius ; all : 
I'll once more feast the rascals. 

Flav, O my lord. 

You only speak from your distracted soul ; 
There is not so much left to furnish out 
A moderate table. 

Tim, Be't not in thy care ; go, 

1 charge thee, invite them all : let in the tide 
Of knaves once more ; my cook and I'll provide. \FlxeunK 
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Scene V. The same. The senate^house., 
The Senate sitting. 

First Sen. My lords, you have my voice to it ; tlie 
fault's 
Bloody ; 'tis necessary he should die : 
Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy. 

Sec. Sen. Most true ; the law shall bruise him. 

Enter Alcibiades, attended. 

Alcid. Honor, health, and compassion to the senate t 

First Sen, Now, captain ? 

Alcib, I am an humble suitor to your virtues ; 
For pity is the virtue of the law. 
And none but tyrants use it cruelly. 
It pleases time and fortune to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood. 
Hath stepp'd into the law, which is past depth 
To those that, without heed, do plunge into'C 
He is a man, setting his fault aside. 
Of comely virtues : 

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice. 
An honor in him which buys out his fault ; 
But with a noble fury and fair spirit. 
Seeing his reputation touch'd to death, ' 
He did oppose his foe : 
And with such sober and unnoted passion 
He did behave his anger, ere 'twas spent. 
As if he had but prov'd an argument. 

First Sen. You undergo too strict a paradox. 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair : 
Your words have took such pains, as if they labor'd 
To* bring manslaughter into form, and set 
Quarreling upon the head of valor ; which 
Indeed is valor misbegot, and came 
Into the world when sects and factions 
Were newly born : 

He's truly valiant that can wisely suffer 
The worst that man can breathe ; and make his wrongs 
His outsides, — to wear them like his raiment, carelessly ; 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart. 
To bring It into danger. 
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If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kilL 
What folly 'tis to hazard life for ill I 

Alcib, My lords. — 

First Sen, You cannot make gross sins look deaf 
To revenge is no valor, but to bear. 

Alcib. My lords, then, under favor,pardon me. 
If I speak like a captain : — 
Why do fond men expose themselves to battle. 
And not endure all threats ? sleep upon't. 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats. 
Without repugnancy ? If there be 
Such valor in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad ? why, then, women are more valiant 
That stay at home, if bearing carry it ; 
And the ass more captain than the lion ; the felon 
Loaden with irons wiser than the judge. 
If wisdom be in suffering. O my lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good : 
Who cannot condemn rashness in cold blood ? 
To kill, I grant, is sin's extremest gust ; 
But, in defense, by mercy, 'tis most just. 
To be in anger is impiety ; 
But who is man that is not angry ? 

Weigh but the crime with this. 
Sec. Sen, You breathe in vain. 
Alctb, In vain ! his service done 

At Lacedaemon and Byzantium 

Were a sufficient briber for his life. 
First Sen. What's that ? , 
Alcib. Why, I say, my lords, 'has done fair service^ 

And slain in right many of your enemies : 

How full of valor did he bear himself 

In the last conflict, and made plenteous wounds ! 
Sec, Sen, He has made too much plenty with 'em, he 

Is a sworn rioter : he has a sin that often 

Drowns him, and takes his valor prisoner : 

If there were no more foes, that were enough 

To overcome him : in that beastly fury 

He has been known to commit outrages 

And cherish factions : 'tis inferr'd to us 

His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 
First Sen, He dies. 
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Alcib, Hard fate ! he might have died In >var. 

My lords, if not for any parts in him, — 
Though his right arm might purchase his own time* 
And be in debt to none, — yet, more to move you. 
Take my deserts to his, and join *em both : 
And, for I know your reverend ages love 
Security, I'll pawn my victories, all 
My honors to you, upon his good return. 
If by this crime he owes the law his life, 
Why, let the war receive't in valiant gore ; 
For law is strict, and war is nothing more. 

First Sen, We are for law, — he dies ; urg^e It no moreg 
On height of our displeasure : friend or brother. 
He forfeits his own blood that spills another. 

Alcib, Must it be so ? it must not be. My lords, 
I do beseech you, know me. 

Sec, Sen, How I 

Alcib, Call me to your remembrances. 

Third Sen, What ! 

Alcib, I cannot think but your age has forgot me ; 
It could not else be 1 should prove so base 
To sue, and be denied such common grace : 
My wounds ache at you. 

First Sen, Do you dare our anger ? 

*Tis in few words, but spacious in effect ; 
We banish thee for ever. 

Alcib, Banish me 1 

Banish your dotage ; banish usury, 
That makes the senate ugly. 

First Sen, If after two days' shine Athens contain thee. 
Attend our weightier judgment. And, not to swell our 

spirit. 
He shall be executed presently. [Exeunt Senators, 

Alcib, Now the gods keep you old enough ; that you 
may live 
Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 
I'm worse than mad : I have kept back their foes. 
While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large interest ; I myself 
Rich only in large hurts ; all those for this ? 
Is this the balsam that the usuring senate 
Pours into captains* wounds ? Ha, banishment I 
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It comes not ill ; I hate not to be banish 'd ; 

It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury, 

That I may strike at Athens. I'll cheer up 

My discontented troops, and lay for hearts. 

'Tis honor with most lands to be at odds ; 

Soldiers should brook as little wrongs as gods. [Exit. 

Scene VI. The same, A magnificent room in TiMON '9 

house. 

Music, Tables set out : Servants attending. Enter ^ at 

several doors, divers Lords, — LuciUS, LUCULLUS, 

Sempronius, — Senators, &c. ; and Ventidius. 

First Lord, The good time of day to you, sir. 

Sec, Lord, I also wish it to you. I think this honor- 
able lord did but try us this other day. 

First Lord, Upon that were my thoughts tiring when 
we encountered : I hope it is not so low with him as he 
made it seem in the trial of his several friends. 

Sec, Lord, It should not be, by the persuasion of his 
new feasting. 

First I^ord, I should think so : he hath sent me an 
earnest inviting, which many my near occasions did urge 
me to put off ; but he hath conjured me beyond them, 
and I must needs appear. 

Sec, Lord, In like manner was I in debt to my impor- 
tunate business, but he would not hear my excuse. I am 
sorry, when he sent to borrow of me, that my provision 
was out. 

First Lord, I am sick of that grief too, as I understand 
how all things go. 

Sec, Lord, Every man here's so. What would he have 
borrowed of you } 

First Lord, A thousand pieces. 

Sec, Lord, A thousand pieces I 

First Lord, What of you ? 

Sec, Lord, He sent to me, sir, — Here he comes. 

Enter Timon and Attendants, 

Tim, With all my heart, gentlemen both : — and how 
fare you ? 
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First Lord. Ever at the best, hearing well of your lord- 
ship. 

Sec. Lord. The swallow follows not summer more will- 
ing than we your lordship. 

Tim. [aside] Nor more willingly leaves winter ; such 
summer-birds are men. — Gentlemen, our dinner will not 
recompense this long stay : feast your ears with the music 
awhile, if they will fare so harshly. O, the trumpets 
sound ; we shall to't presently. 

First Lord, I hope it remains not unkindly with your 
lordship, that I returned you an empty messenger. 
Tim, O, sir, let it not trouble you. 
Sec. Lord, My noble lord, — 
Tim. Ah, my good friend, — what cheer ? 

Sec, Lord, My most honorable lord, I am e'en sick of 
shame, that, when your lordship this other day sent to me^ 
I was so unfortunate a beggar. 

Tim, Think not on't, sir. 

Sec. Lord. If you had sent but two hours before,— 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance.— 
Come, bring in all together. [ The banquet brought iiu 

Sec. Lord. All covered dishes! 

First Lord. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

Third Lord. Doubt not that, if money and the season 
fan yield it. 

First Lord. How do you ? What's the news ? 

Third Lord, Alcibiades is banished : hear you of it ? 

First and Sec. Lord. Alcibiades banished I 

Third Lord, 'Tis so, be sure of it. 

First Lord. How ! how ! 

Sec. Lord. I pray you, upon what? 

Tim, My worthy friends, will you draw near ? 

Third Lord, I'll tell you more anon. Here's a noble 
feast toward. 

Sec. Lord. This is the old man still. 

Third Lord. Will'thold ? will't hold ? 

Sec. Lord. It does : but time will — and so — 

Third Lord. I do conceive. 

Tim. Each man to his stool, with that spuras he would 
to the lip of his mistress : your diet shall be in all places 
alike. Make not a city feast of it, to let the meat cool ere 
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we can agree upon the first place: sit, sit The gods 
require our thanks. — 

You great benefactors, sprinkle our society with thank- 
fulness. For your own gifts, make yourselves praised : 
but reserve still to give, lest your deities be despised. 
Lend to each man enough, that one need not lend to 
another ; for, were your godheads to borrow of men, men 
would forsake the gods. Make the meat be beloved more 
than the man that gives it. Let no assembly of twenty 
be without a score of villains : if there sit twelve women 
at the table, let a dozen of them be — as they are. The 
rest of your foes, O gods, — the senators of Athens, to- 
gether with the common lag of people, — what is amiss in 
them, you gods, make suitable tor destruction. For these 
my present friends, — as they are to me nothing, so in 
nothing bless them, and to nothing are they welcome.— 
Uncover, dogs, and lap. 

[ T/ie dishes are uncovered, and seen to be full 
of warm water. 

Some speak. What does his lordship mean ? 

Some other, I know not. 

Tim, May you a better feast never behold. 
You knot of mouth-friends I smoke and lukewarm water 
Is your perfection. This is Timon's last ; 
Who, stuck and spangled with your flattery, 
Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces 

[ Thowing the water in their faces. 

Your reeking villainy. Live loath'd, and long. 
Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites, 
Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek bears. 
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time's flies, 
Cap and knee slaves, vapors, and minute-jacks ! 
Of man and beast the infinite maladies 
Crust you quite o'er ! — What, dost thou go ? 
Soft ! take thy physic first, — thou too,— and thou ; — 
Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none. — 

[ Throws the dishes at them, and drives them out, 

What,all in motion ? Henceforth be no feast 

Whereat a villain's not a welcome guest. 

Bum, house I sink, Athens ! henceforth hated be 

Of Timon man and all humanity T [Exitt 
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Reenter the Company. 

First Lord. How now, my lords ! 

Sec. Lord, Know you the quality of Lord Timon's 
fury? 

Third Lord. Push ! did you see my cap ? 

Fourth Lord. I have lost my gown. 

First Lord. He's but a mad lord, and naught but 
humor sways him. He gave me a jewel th' other day, 
and now he has beat it out of my hat: — did you see my 
jewel ? 

Third Lord. Did you see my cap ? 

Sec, Lord, Here 'tis. 

Fourth Lord. Here lies my gown. 

First Lord, Let's make no stay. 

Sec, Lord. Lord Timon's mad. 

Third Lord, I feel't upon my bones. 

Fourth Lord. One day he gives us diamonds, next day 
stones. \Exeuni. 

ACT IV. 
Scene L Without the walls of Athene, 

Enter TiMON. 

Tim, Let me look back upon thee. O thou wall^ 
That girdlest in those wolves, dive in the earth. 
And fence not Athens ! Matrons, turn incontinent t 
Obedience fail in children ! slaves and fools. 
Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the bench 
And minister in their steads I to general filths 
Convert o* th* instant, green virginity, — 
Do't in your parents* eyes ! bankrupts, hold fast ; 
Rather than render back, out with your knives. 
And cut your trusters* throats ! bound-servants, steal! 
Large-handed robbers your grave masters are. 
And pill by law : maid, to thy master's bed, — 
Thy mistress is o' the brothel ! son of sixteen. 
Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping sire. 
With it beat out his brains I piety, and fear, 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth, 
Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighborhood. 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades* 



tfttf /r.] TIMON OF A TH&NS. [Seem IL 

Degrees, observances, customs, and laws. 

Decline to your confounding contraries. 

And let confusion live ! — Plagues incident to men, 

Your potent and infectious fevers heap 

On Athens, ripe for stroke ! thou colcf sciatica. 

Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 

As lamely as their manners ! lust and liberty 

Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth. 

That gainst the stream of virtue they may strive. 

And drown themselves in riot ! itches, blains. 

Sow all th' Athenian bosoms : and their crop 

Be general leprosy ! breath infect breath ; 

That their society, as their friendship, may 

Be merely poison ! Nothing I'll bear from thee 

But nakedness, thou detestable town ! 

Take thou that too, with multiplying bans ! 

Timon will to the woods ; where he shall find 

Th' unkindest beast more kinder than mankind. 

The gods confound — hear me, you good gods all — 

Th' Athenians both within and out that wall I 

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 

To the whole race of mankind, high and low ! 

Amen. \ExtU 

Scene II. Athens, A room in Timon's house. 

Enter Flavius, with two or three Servants. 

First Serv, Hear you, master steward, — where's our 

master ? 
Are we undone ? cast off ? nothing remaining ? 

Flav, Alack, my fellows, what should I say to you ? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods. 
I am as poor as you. 

First Serv, Such a house broke I 

So noble a master fall'n ! All gone ! and not 
One friend to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him ! 

Sec, Serv, As we do turn our backs 

From our companion thrown into his grave. 
So his familiars from his buried fortunes 
Slink all away ; leave their false vows with him, 
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Like empty purses pick'd ; and his poor self, 

A dedicated beggar to the air. 

With his disease of aH-shunn'd poverty. 

Walks, like contempt, alone. — More of our fellows. 

Enter other Servants. 

Flav, All broken implements of a ruin*d house. 

Third Serv, Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery^— 
That see I by our faces ;* we are fellows still. 
Serving alike in sorrow : leak'd is our bark ; 
And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck. 
Hearing the surges threat : we must all part 
Into this sea of air. 

Flav, Good fellows all. 

The latest of my wealth I'll share amongst you. 
Wherever we shall meet, for Timon's sake. 
Let's yet be fellows ; let's shake our heads, and say. 
As 'twere a knell unto our master's fortunes, 
•* We have seen better days." Let each take some ; 

[Giving them moneys 
Nay, put out all your hands. Not one word more : 
Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor. 

[Servants embrace^ and part several waySi 
O the fierce wretchedness that glory brings us I 
Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt. 
Since riches point to misery and contempt ? 
Who'd be so mock'd with glory } or so live 
But in a dream of friendship ? 
To have his pomp, and all what state compounds. 
But only painted, like his varnish 'd friends.^ 
Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart. 
Undone by goodness ! Strange, unusual blood, 
When man's worst sin is, he does too much good T 
Who, then, dares to be half so kind agen ? 
For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar men. 
My dearest lord, — bless'd, to be most accurs'd, 
Rich, only to be wretched, — thy great fortunes 
Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord I 
He's flung in rage from this ingrateful seat 
Of monstrous friends ; nor has he with him to 
Supply his life, or that which can command it. 
I'll follow, and inquire him out : 

VI. 1 1*. (T.O.A. 44. 
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ni ever serve his mind with my best will ; 

Whilst I have gold, I'll be his steward still. lExtt. 

Scene III. TAe woods. Before Timon's cave. 

Enter TiMON. 

Tim, O blessdd-breeding sun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity ; below thy sister's orb 
Infect the air 1 Twinn'd brothers of one womb, — 
Whose procreation, residence, and birth. 
Scarce is dividant, — touch them with several fortunes, 
The greater scorns the lesser : not nature. 
To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great fortune. 
But by contempt of nature. 
Raise me this beggar, and deny't that lord ; 
The senator shall bear contempt hereditary, 
The beggar native honor. 
It is the pasture lards the rother's sides. 
The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who dares» 
In purity of manhood stand upright. 
And say, •• This man's a flatterer " ? if one be, 
So are they all ; for every g^se of fortune 
Is smooth d by that below : the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool : all is oblique ; 
There's nothing level in our cursed natures. 
But direct villainy. Therefore, be abhorr'd 
All feasts, societies, and throngs of men I 
His semblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains : 
Destruction fang mankind I — Earth, yield me roots ! 

Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate 
With thy most operant poison ! — What is here ? 
Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? No, gods, 
I am no idle votarist : roots, you clear heavens ! 
Thus much of this will make black, white ; foul, fair ; 
Wrong, right ; base, noble ; old, young ; coward, valiant 
Ha, you gods ! why this ? what this, you gods ? Why, 

this 
Will lug your priests and servants from your sides ; 
Pluck stout men's pillows from below their heads : 
This yellow slave 
Will Knit and break religions ; bless th' accurs'd ; 
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Make the hoar leprosy ador'd ; place thieves. 

And give them title, knee, and approbation. 

With senators on the bench : this is it 

That makes the wappen'd widow wed again ; 

She, whom the spital-house and ulcerous sores 

Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and spices 

To th* April day again. Come, damned earth, 

Thou common whore of mankind, that putt'st odds 

Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 

Do thy right nature. — [March within.^ Ha ! a drum?— 

Thou'rt quick. 
But yet I'll bury thee : thou'lt go, strong thief. 
When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand : — 
Nay, stay thou out for earnest. {Keeping some gold. 

£«/^r AlCIBIADES, with drum and fife, in warlike 
manner; Phrynia and Timandra. 

Alcib, What are thou there ? 

Speak. 

Tim. A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw thy heart, 
For showing me again the eyes of man ! 

Aicib. What is thy name ? Is man so hateful to thee^ 
That art thyself a man ? 

Tim, I am misanthrofios, and hate mankind. 
For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog. 
That I might love thee something. 

Alcib. I know thee well ; 

But in thy fortunes am unleam'd and strange. 

Tim, I know thee too ; and more than that I know 
thee, 
I not desire to know. Follow thy drum ; 
With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules : 
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel ; 
Then what should war be ? This fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more destruction than thy sword. 
For all her cherubin look. 

Phry. Thy lips rot off I 

Tim. I will not kiss thee ; then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again, 

Alcib. How came the noble Timon to this change? 

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give : 
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But then renew I could not, like the moon ; 
There were no suns to borrow of. 

A/ci^, Noble Timon, 

What friendship may I do thee ? 

Ttm. None, but to 

Maintain my opinion. 

A/ctd. What is it, Timon ? 

Ttm. Promise me friendship, but perform none: il 
thou wilt not promise, the gods plague thee, for thou art 
a man t if thou dost perform, confound thee, for thou art 
aman t 

Alcib, I've heard in some sort of thy miseries. 

Tim, Thou saw'st them, when I had prosperity. 

Alcib, I see them now ; then was a blessed time. 

Tim, As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 

Timan, Is this th* Athenian minion, whom the worW 
Voic'd so regardfully ? 

Tim, Art thou Timandra ? 

Timan, Yes. 

Tim, Be a whore still : they love thee not that use thee^ 
Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust. 
Make use of thy salt hours : season the. slaves 
For tubs and baths ; bring down rose-cheek'd youth t# 
The tub-fast and the diet. 

Timan. Hang thee, monster 1 

Alcib, Pardon him, sweet Timandra ; for his witi 
Are drown'd and lost in his calamities. — 
I have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band : I've heard, and griev'd. 
How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth. 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbor states. 
But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them, — 

Tim, I prithee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone, 

Alcib, I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 

Tim, How dost thou pity him whom thou dost trouble f 
I had rather be alone. 

Alcib, Why, fare thee well : 

Here's some gold for thee. 

Tim, Keep't, I cannot eat it. 

Alcib, When I have laid proud Athens on a heapy— 

Tim, Warr'st thou 'gainst Athens ? 
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Alctb, Ay, Timon, and have cause. 

Tim, The eods confound them all in thy conquest ; and 
Thee after, when thou'st conquer'd ! 

Aicib, Why me, Timon ? 

Tint, That, by killing of villains, thou wast born to 
conquer 
My country. 

Put up thy gold : go on, — here's gold, — go on ; 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o'er some high-vic'd city hang his poison 
in the sick air: let not thy sword skip one : 
Pity not honor'd age for his white beard, — 
He is an usurer ; strike me the counterfeit matron^-* 
(t is her habit only that is honest. 
Herself *s a bawd : let not the virgin's cheek 
Make soft thy trenchant sword ; for those milk-papi» 
That through the window-bars bore at men's eyes. 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ. 
But set down horrible traitors : spare not the babe. 
Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their mercy ; 
Think it a bastard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat shall cut. 
And mince it sans remorse : swear against objects ; 
Put armor on thine ears and on thine eyes ; 
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes* 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding. 
Shall pierce a jot. There s gold to pay thy soldiers: 
Make large confusion ; and, thv fury spent. 
Confounded be thyself ! Speak not, be gone. 

Alci'b. Hast thou gold yet? I'll take the gold thou 
giv'st me. 
Not all thy counsel. 

Ttm, Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven's curse upon 
thee! 

PAr, and Ttman, Give us some gold, good Timon I 

hast thou more ? 

Ttm, Enough to make a whore forswear her trade, ' 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you sluts. 
Your aprons mountant : you are not oathable,— 
Although, I know, you'll swear, terribly swear. 
Into strong shudders and to heavenly agues, 
Th' immortal gods that hear you, — spare your oaths, 
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ril trust to your conditions : be whores still ; 

And he whose pious breath seeks to convert yoa» 

Be strong in whore, allure him, burn him up ; 

Let your close fire predominate his smoke. 

And be no turncoats ; yet may your pains, six months* 

Be quite contrdry : ana thatch your poor thin roofs 

With burdens of the dead ; — some that were hang'd, 

No matter: — wear them, betray with them : whore still j 

Paint till a horse may mire upon your face : 

A pox of wrinkles ! 

Phr, and Timan, Well, more gold : — what then ? — 
Believe't, that we'll do any thing for gold. 

Tim. Consumption sow 
In hollow bones of man ; strike their sharp shins, 
And mar men's spurring. Crack the lawyer's voice. 
That he may never more false title plead, 
Kor sound his quillets shrilly : hoar the flamen. 
That scolds against the quality of flesh. 
And not believes himself : down with the nose, 
Down with it fiat ; take the bridge quite away 
Of him that, his particular to foresee. 
Smells from the general weal : make curl'd-pate ruffians 

bald; 
And let the unscarr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive some pain from you : plague all ; 
That your activity may defeat and quell 
The source of all erection. — There's more gold : — 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you. 
Ana ditches grave you all I 

Phr. and Timan, More counsel with more money* 

bounteous Timon. 

Ttm, More whore, more mischief first ; I've given you 
earnest. 

Alctb, Strike up the drum towards Athens! — Fare* 
well, Timon : 
If I thrive well, I'll visit thee again. 

Tim, If I hope well, I'll never see thee more. 

Alctb, I never did thee harm. 

Ttm, Yes, thou spok'st well of me. 

Alctb, Call'st thou that harm > 

Tim, Men daily find it. Get thee away, and take 
Thy beagles with thee. 
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Aleib. We but offend him.— Strike I 

{Drum beats. Exeunt Alctbzades, PhryniOt 
and Timandra, 

Tim. That nature, being sick of man's unkindness, 
Should yet be hungry ! — Common mother,thou, {Diggin^^ 
Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast. 
Teems, and feeds all ! whose self-same mettle, 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff'd. 
Engenders the black toad and adder blue, 
The gilded newt and eyeless venom'd worm. 
With all th' abhorred births below crisp heaven 
Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire doth shine; 
Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate. 
From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root I 
'Ensear thy fertile and conceptious womb, 
Let it no more bring out ing^ateful man ; 
Co great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears ; 
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled mansion all above 
Never presented ! — O, a root, — dear thanks I— 
Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plow-torn leas ; 
AVhereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts 
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mind. 
That from it all consideration slips I — 

Enter APEMANTUS. 

Hore man ? plague, plague I 

Apem. I was directed hither : men report 
Thou dost affect my manners, and dost use them. 

Tim. Tis, then, because thou dost not keep a dog, 
Whom I would imitate : consumption catch thee 1 

Apem. This is in thee a nature but infected ; 
A poor unmanly melancholy sprung 
From change of fortune. Why this spade ? this place I 
This slave-like habit? and these looks of care? 
Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft ; 
Hug their diseas'd perfumes, and have iforgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods. 
By putting on the cunning of a carper. 
Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee : hinge thy knee, 
And let his very breath, whom thou'lt observe, 
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Blow off thy cap ; praise his most vicious strain. 
And call it excellent ; thou wast told thus ; 
Thou gav*st thine ears like tapsters that bid welcome 
To knaves and all approachers : 'tis most just 
That thou turn rascal ; hadst thou wealth again, 
Rascals should have't. Do not assume my likeness. 

7V>«. Were I like thee, I'd throw away myself. 

Apem, Thou'st cast away thyself, beine like thyself; 
A madman so long, now a fool. What, tnink'st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain. 
Will put thy shirt on warm ? will these moss'd trees. 
That have outliv'd the eagle, page thy heels, 
And skip where thou point'st out ? will the cold brook» 
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste. 
To cure thy o'er-night's surfeit ? Call the creatures,— 
Whose naked natures live in all the spite 
Of wreakful heaven ; whose bare unhousM trunks. 
To the conflicting elements expos'd, 
Answer mere nature, — bid them flatter thee ; 
O, thou shalt find — 

Tim. A fool of thee : depart. 

Apem, I love thee better now than e'er I did. 

Tim, I hate thee worse. 

Apem. Why ? 

Tim. Thou flatter'st misery 

Apem. I flatter not ; but say thou art a caitiff. 

Tim. Why dost thou seek me out ? 

Apem. To vex thee. 

Tim. Always a villain's office or a fool's. 
Dost please thyself in't .^ 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. What ! a knave too ? 

Apem, If thou didst put this sour-cold habit on 
To castigate thy pride, twere well : but thou 
Dost it enforcedly: thou'dst courtier be again, 
Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery 
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown 'd before : 
The one is filling still, never complete ; 
The other, at high wish : best state, contentless. 
Hath a distracted and most wretched being. 
Worse than the worst, content. 
Thou shouldst desire to die, being miserable. 
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Tim, Not by his breath that is more miserable. 
Thou art a slave, whom Fortune's tender arm 
"With favor never clasp'd ; but bred a dog. 
Hadst thou, like us from our first swath, proceeded 
The sweet degrees that this brief world affords 
To such as may the passive drugs of it 
Freely command, thou wouldst have plung'd thyself 
In general riot ; melted down thy youlh 
In different beds of lust ; and never learn'd 
The icy precepts of respect, but follow'd 
The sugar'd game before thee. But myself. 
Who had the world as my confectionary ; 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men 
At duty, more than 1 could frame employment ; 
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter's brush 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every storm that blows ; — I, to bear this. 
That never knew but better, is some burden : 
Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time 
Hath made thee hard in't. Why shouldst thou hate 

men ? 
They never flatter'd thee : what hast thou given ? 
If thou wilt curse, — thy father, that poor rag, 
Must he thy subject ; who, in spite, put stuff 
To some she-beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence, be gone ! — 
If thou hadst not been bom the worst of men. 
Thou hadst been a knave and flatterer. 

Afiem, Art thou proud yet/ 

Tim, Ay, that I am not thee. 

Apem. I, that I was 

No prodigal. 

Tim, I, that I am one now : 

Were all the wealth I have shut up in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone. — 
That the whole life of Athens were in this ! 
Thus would I eat it. {Gnawing a root, 

Apem, Here; 111 mend thy feast, 

{Offering him somethings 

Tim, First mend my company, take away thyself. 

Apem, So I shall mend mine own, by the lack of thine. 
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Tim, Tis not well mended so, it is but botch'd ; 
If not, I would it were. 

Apem, What wouldst thou have to Athens ? 

Tim, Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt» 
Tell them there I have gold ; look, so I have. 

Apem, Here is no use for gold. 

Tim, The best and truest ; 

For here it sleeps, and does no hir^d harm. 

Apem, Where ly'st o' nights, Timon ? 

Tim, Under that's above me; 

Where feed'st thou o' days, Apemantus ? 

Apem, Where my stomach finds meat ; or, rather» 
where I eat it. 

Tim, Would poison were obedient, and knew my mind I 

Apem, Where wouldst thou send it ? 

Tim, To sauce thy dishes. 

Apem, The middle of humanity thou never knewest^ 
but the extremity of both ends : when thou wast in thy 
gilt and thy perfume they mocked thee for too much 
curiosity ; in thy rags thou knowest none, but art despis* 
ed for tne contrary. There's a medlar for thee ; eat it, 

Tim, On what I hate I feed not. 

Apem, Dost hate a medlar ? 

Tim, Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem, An th' hadst hated meddlers sooner, thou 
shouldst have loved thyself better now. What man didst 
thou ever know unthrift that was beloved after his 
means ? 

Tim, Who, without those means thou talkest of, didst 
thou ever know beloved ? 

Apem, Myself. 

Tim, I understand thee ; thou hadst some means to 
keep a dog. 

Apem, What things in the world canst thou nearest 
compare to thy flatterers } 

Tim, Women nearest ; but men, men are the things 
themselves. What wouldst thou do with the world, 
Apemantus, if it lay in thy power } 

Apem, Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim, Wouldst thou have thyself fall in the confusion 
of men, and remain a beast with the beasts ? 

Apem. Ay, Timon. 

T.OJI* S3.] VI. Ml. 
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Tim, A beastly ambition, which the gods grant thee t* 
attain to ! If thou wert the lion, the fox would beguile 
thee : if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee : if 
thou wert the fox, the lion would suspect thee, when, per* 
adventure, thou wert accused by the ass : if thou wert 
the ass, thy dullness would torment thee ; and still thou 
livedst but as a breakfast to the wolf : if thou wert the 
-wolf, thy greediness would afflict thee, and oft thou 
shouldst hazard thy life for thy dinner: wert thou the 
unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee, and make 
thine own self the conquest of thy fury : wert thou a 
bear, thou wouldst be killed by the horse : wert thou a 
horse, thou wouldst be seized by the leopard : wert thou 
a leopard, thou wert german to the lion, and the spots of 
thy kindred were jurors on thy life : all thy safety were 
remotion, and thy defense absence. What beast couldst 
thou be, that were not subject to a beast ? and what a 
beast art thou already, that seest not thy loss in transfor- 
mation ! 

Apem, If thou couldst please me with speaking to me, 
thou mightst have hit upon it here : the commonwealth 
of Athens is become a forest of beasts. 

Tim, How has the ass broke the wall, that thou art 
out of the city? 

Apem, Yonder comes a poet and a painter : the plague 
of company light upon thee ! I will fear to catch it, and 
^ve way : when I know not what else to do, I'll see thee 
again. 

Tim, When there is nothing living but thee, thou shalt 
be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog than Ape* 
mantus. 

Apem, Thou art the cap of all the fools alive. 

Tim, Would thou wert clean enough to spit upon I 

Apem, A plague on thee, thou art too bad to curse I 

Tim, All villains that do stand by thee are pure. 

Apem, There is no leprosy but what thou speak'st. 

Tim, If I name thee. — 
I'll beat thee, but I should infect my hands. 

Apem. I would my tongue could rot them off 1 

Tim, Away, thou issue of a mangy dog I 
Choler does kill me that thou art alive ; 
I swoon to see thee. 
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Afiem. Would thou wouldst burst ! 

Tim, Away, 

Thou tedious rog^e ! I'm sorry I shall lose 
A stone by thee. [ Throws a stone at hzm, 

Apem, Beast ! 

Tim. Slave I 

Apem. Toad ! 

Tim. Rogue, rogue, rogue I 

\Apemantus retreats backward^ as goings 
Tm sick of this false world ; and will love naught 
But even the mere necessities upon't. 
Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave ; 
Lie where the light foam of the sea may beat 
Thy grave-stone daily : make thine epitaph. 
That death in me at others* lives may laugh. 
O thou sweet king-killer, and dear divorce 

{Looking on the gold. 
*Twixt natural son and sire I thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's purest bed I thou valiant Mars ! 
Thou ever young, fresh, lov'd, and delicate wooer. 
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Dian's lap ! thou visible god. 
That solder'st close impossibilities. 
And mak'st them kiss ! that speak'st with every tongue. 
To every purpose I O thou touch of hearts I 
Think, thy slave man rebels ; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empire I 

Apem, [coming forward] Would 'twere so t — 
But not till I am aead. — I'll say thou'st gold : 
Thou wilt be throng'd to shortly. 

Tim, Throng'd to ! 

Apem, Ay. 

Tim, Thy back, I prithee. 

Apem, Live, and love thy misery I 

Tim, Long live so, and so die ! {Exit Apemantus,] I 
am quit. — 
More things like men ? — Eat, Timon, and abhor them. 

Enter Banditti. 

First Ban, Where should he have this gold ? It is 
some poor fragment, some slender ort of his remainder t 

r.o.A. 5$.] VI. 19%. 



Act /y,} TIMON OF A THENS. [&#*# /». 

the mere want of gold, and the falling-from of his friends^ 
drove him into this melancholy. 

Sec Ban, It is noised he hath a mass of treasure. 

Third Ban, Let us make the assay upon him : if he 
care not for't, he will supply us easily ; if he covetously 
reserve it, how shall 's get it ? 

Sec. Ban, True ; for he bears it not about him, 'tis 
hid. 

First Ban, Is not this he ? 

Banditti, Where? 

Sec. Ban, *Tis his description. 

Third Ban, He ; I know him. 

Banditti, Save thee, Timon. 

Tim, Now, thieves ? 

Banditti, Soldiers, not thieves. 

Tim, Both too ; and women's sons. 

Banditti, We are not thieves, but men that much do 
want. 

Tim, Your greatest want is, you want much of meat. 
Why should you want ? Behold, the earth hath roots; 
Witnin this mile break forth a hundred springs ; 
The oaks bear mast, the briers scarlet hips ; 
The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess before you. Want 1 why want J 

First Ban. We cannot live on grass, on berries, water. 
As beasts and birds and fishes. 

Tim, Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, and 
fishes ; 
You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con. 
That you are thieves profess'd ; that you work not 
In holier shapes : for there is boundless theft 
In limited professions. Rascal thieves, 
Here's gold. Go, suck the subtle tlood o' the grapes 
Till the high fever seethe your blood to froth. 
And so scape hanging : trust not the physician ; 
His antidotes are poison, and he slays 
More than you rob : take wealth and lives together; 
Do villainy, do, since you protest to do't. 
Like workmen. 1*11 example you with thievery: 
The sun's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vast sea : the moon's an arrant thief. 
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun : 
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The sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears : the earth's a thief, 
That feeds and breeds by a composture stol'n 
From general excrement : each thing's a thief : 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Have uncheck'd theft. Love not yourselves : away, 
Rob one another. There's more gold. Cut throats ; 
All that you meet are thieves. To Athens go : 
Break open shops ; nothing can you steal, but thieves 
Do lose it : steal not less for this I give you ; 
And gold confound you howsoe'erl Amen. 

[ Titnon retires to his cave. 

Third Ban, 'Has almost charmed me from my pro- 
fession, by persuading me to it. 

First Ban, 'Tis in the malice of mankind that he thus 
advises us ; not to have us thrive in our mystery. 

Sec, Ban, I'll believe him as an enemy, and give over 
my trade. 

First Ban, Let us first see peace in Athens : there is 
DO time so miserable but a man may be true. 

\Exeunt Bandittu 

Enter Flavius. 

Flav, O you gods ! 
Is yond despis'd and ruinous man my lord ? 
Full of decay and failing ? 
O monument and wonder of good deeds 
Evilly bestow'd ! 
What an alteration of honor 
Has desperate want made I 
What viler thing upon the earth than friends 
Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends \ 
How rarely does it meet with this time's guise, 
When man was wish'd to love his enemies ! 
Grant I may ever love, and rather woo 
Those that would mischief me than those that do ?-*• 
'Has caught me in his eye : I will present 
My honest grief unto him ; and, as my lord. 
Still serve him with my life. 

TiMON comes forward from his cave. 

My dearest master I 
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Tim, Away ! what art thou ? 

Flav. Have you forgot me, sir? 

Tim. Why dost ask that ? I have forgot all men ; 
Then, if thou grant'st thou'rt man, I have forgot thee. 

Flav, An honest poor servant of yours. 

Tim, Then I know thee not : 
I ne'er had honest man about me, I ; 
All I kept were knaves, to serve-in meat to villains. 

Flav, The gods are witness, 
Ne'er did poor steward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord than mine eyes for you. 

Tim, What, dost thou weep? — come nearer; — thea 
I love thee. 
Because thou art a woman, and disclainf^st 
Flinty mankind ; whose eyes do never give 
But thorough lust and laughter. Pity's sleeping :: 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with weep* 
ing! 

Flav, I beg of you to know me, good my lord, 
T* accept my grief, and, whilst this poor wealth lasts* 
To entertain me as your steward still. 

Tim, Had I a steward 
So true, so just, and now so comfortable ? 
It almost turns my dangerous nature mild* 
Let me behold thy face. Surely, this man 
Was born of woman. — 
Forgive my general and exceptless rashness* 
You perpetual-sober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honest man, — mistake me not, — but one; 
No more, I pray, — and he's a steward. — 
How fain would I have hated all mankind I 
And thou redeem'st thyself : but all, save thee, 
I fell with curses. 

Methinks thou art more honest now than wise ; 
For, by oppressing and betraying me. 
Thou mightst have sooner got another service : 
For many so arrive at second masters. 
Upon their first lord's neck. But tell me true, — 
For I must ever doubt, though ne'er so sure,— ' 
Is not thy kindness subtle-covetous. 
If not a usuring kindness, and, as rich men deal gift9, 
Expecting in return twenty for one ? 
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F/av, No, my most worthy master ; in whose breast 
Doubt and suspect, alas, are plac'd too late : 
You should have fear'd false times when you did feast : 
Suspect still comes where an estate is least. 
That which I show, heaven knows, is merely love, 
Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind, 
Care of your food and living ; and, believe it. 
My most honor'd lord, 
For any benefit that points to me. 
Either in hope or present, I'd exchange 
For this one wish, — that you had power and wealth 
To requite me, by making rich yourself. 

Ti'm. Look thee, 'tis so ! — Thou singly honest man. 
Here, take : — the gods, out of my misery. 
Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich and happy. 
But thus conditioned : — thou shalt build from men; 
Hate all, curse all ; show charity to none ; 
But let the famish'd flesh slide from the bone. 
Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs 
What thou deny'st to men ; let prisons swallow *em. 
Debts wither 'em to nothing : be men like blasted wooda^ 
And may diseases lick up their false bloods ! 
And so, farewell, and thrive. 

F/av, O, let me stay, 

And comfort you, my master. 

Ttm, If thou hat'st 

Curses, stay not ; fly, whilst thou'rt blessed and free : 
Ne'er see thou man, and let me ne'er see thee. 

[Exti F/avtus, Titnon retires to his cav€* 

ACT V. 

Scene I. The woods. Before TlUO^*^ cave. 

Enter Poet and Painter; TiMON watching them from 

his cave» 

Pain, As I took note of the place, it cannot be far 
where he abides. 

Poet, What's to be thought of him ? does the rumor 
hold for true, that he's so full of gold ? 

Pain, Certain : Alcibiades reports it ; Phrynia and 
Timandra had gold of him: he likewise enriched poor 
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Straggling soldiers with g^eat quantity : 'tis said he gave 
unto his steward a mighty sum. 

Poet, Then this breaking of his has been but a try for 
his friends. 

Pain, Nothing else: you shall see him a palm in 
Athens again, and flourish with the highest. Therefore 
'tis not amiss we tender our loves to him, in this sup- 
posed distress of his : it will show honestly in us; and is 
very likely to load our purposes with what they travail 
for, if it be a just and true report that goes of his having. 

Poet, What have you now to present unto him ? 

Pain, Nothing at this time but my visitation : only I 
will promise him an excellent piece. 

Poet, I must serve him so too, — tell him of an intent 
that's coming toward him. 

Pain, Good as the best. Promising is the very air o* 
the time ; it opens the eyes of expectation : performance 
is ever the duller for his act ; and, but in the plainer and 
simpler kind of people, the deed of saying is quite out of 
use. To promise is most courtly and fashionable : per* 
formance is a kind of will or testament which argues a 
great sickness in his judgment that makes it. 

[ Titnon advances a little, 

Tim, [aside] Excellent workman ! thou canst not paint 
a man so bad as is thyself. 

Poet. 1 am thinking what I shall say I have provided 
for him : it must be a personating of himself ; a satire 
against the softness of prosperity, with a discovery of the 
Infinite flatteries that follow youth and opulency. 

Tim, [aside] Must thou needs stand for a villain in 
thine own work ? wilt thou whip thine own faults in other 
men ? 
Do so, I have gold for thee. 

Poet, Nay, let's seek him : 
Then do we sin against our own estate. 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 

Pain. True ; 
When the day serves, before black-comer'd night. 
Find what thou want'st by free and oflfer'd light 
Come. 

Tim. [aside] I'll meet you at the turn. — What a god's 

gold, 
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That he is worship'd in a baser temple 

Than where swine feed ! 

*Tis thou that rigg'st the bark and plow'st the foam ; 

Settlest admired reverence in a slave : 

To thee be worship ! and thy saints for aye 

Be crown *d with plagues, that thee alone obey!— 

Fit I meet them. [Comes forward^ 

Poet, Hail, worthy Timon I 

Pain. Our late noble master t 

Tim, Have I once liv'd to see two honest men ? 

Poet, Sir, 
Having often of your open bounty tasted. 
Hearing you were retir d, your friends fall'n off, 
Whose thankless natures — O abhorred spirits I — 
Not all the whips of heaven are large enough — 
What ! to you. 

Whose star-like nobleness gave life and influence 
To their whole being ! — I'm rapt, and cannot cover 
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of words. 

Tim, Let it go naked, men may see't the better : 
You that are honest, by being what you are. 
Make them best seen and known. 

Pain, He and myself 

Have travail'd in the great shower of your gifts. 
And sweetly felt it. 

Tim, Ay, you're honest men. 

Pain, We're hither come to offer you our service, 

Tim, Most honest men I Why, how shall I requitt 
you? 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water ? no. 

Both, What we can do, we'll do, to do you service. 

Tim, Ye're honest men : yeVe heard that I have gold ; 
I'm sure you have : speak truth ; ye're honest men. 

Pain, So it is said, my noble lord : but therefore 
Came not my friend nor I. 

Tim. Good honest men ! — Thou draw'st a counterfeit 
Best in all Athens : thou'rt, indeed, the best ; 
Thou counterfeit'st most lively. 

Pain, So, so, my lord. 

Tim. E'en so, sir, as I say. — And, for thy fiction. 
Why, thy verse swells with stuff so fine and smooth^ 
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That thou art even natural in thine art. — 
But, for all this, my honest-natur'd friends, 
I must needs say you have a little fault : 
Marry, *tis not monstrous in you ; neither wish I 
You take much pains to mend. 

Both. Beseech your honor 

To make it known to us. 

Tim. You'll take it ill. 

Both. Most thankfully, my lord. 

Tim. Will you, indeed ? 

Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 

Tim. There's ne'er a one of you but trusts a knave» 
That mightily deceives you. 
Both. Do we, my lord ? 

Tim. Ay, and you hear him cog, see him dissemble^ 
Know his gross patchery, love him, feed him. 
Keep in your bosom : yet remain assur'd 
That he's a made-up villain. 

Pain, I know none such, my lord. 

Poet. Nor I. 

Tim. Look you, I love you well ; I'll give you gold, 
Rid me these villains from your companies : 
Hang them or stab them, drown them in a draught, 
Confound them by some course, and come to me, 
I'll give you gold enough. 

Both, Name them, my lord, let's know them. 

Tim. You that way, and you this, — but two in com- 
pany : 
Each man apart, all single and alone. 
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. 
[ To the Pain,] If, where thou art, two villains shall not be. 
Come not near him. — [ To the Poet] If thou wouldst not 

reside 
But where one villain is, then him abandon. — 
Hence, pack I there's gold, — you came for gold, ye slaves : 
[ To the Pain.] You have done work for me, there's pay- 
ment : hence 1 — 
[ To the Poet] You are an alchemist, make gold of that :— 
Out, rascal dogs ! 

[Beats and drives them out^ and then retire* 
to his. cave. 
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Enter Flavius and two Senators. 

Fiav, It is in vain that you would speak with Tlmon; 
For he is set so only to himself. 
That nothing but himself, which looks like man* 
Is friendly with him. 

First Sen. Bring us to his cave : 

It is our pact and promise to th' Athenians 
To speak with Timon. 

Sec. Sen. At all times alike 

Men are not still the same : 'twas time and griefs 
That fram'd him thus : time, with his fairer hand, 
Ofifering the fortunes of his former days. 
The former man may make him. Bring us to him* 
And chance it as it may. 

Flav. Here is his cave. — 

Peace and content be here f Lord Timon I Timon I 
Look out, and speak to friends : th' Athenians, 
By two of their most reverend senate, greet thee : 
Speak to them, noble Timon, 

Timon comes from his cave. 

Tim. Thou sun, that comfort'st, bum ! — Speak, antf 
be hang'd : 
For each true word, a blister ! and each false 
Be as a cauterizing to the rdot o' the tongue. 
Consuming it with speaking ! 

First Sen. Worthy Timon, — 

Tim, Of none but such as you, and you of Timon. 

First Sen. The senators of Athens greet thee, Timont 

Tim. I thank them; and would send them backthi 
plague. 
Could I but catch it for them. 

First Sen. O, forget 

What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 
The senators with one consent of love 
Entreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought 
On special dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy best use and wearing. 

Sec. Sen. They confess 

Toward thee forgetfulness too generai-gross : 
And now the public body, — which doth seldom 
Play the recanter, — feeling in itself 
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A lack of Timon's aid, hath sense withal 
Of its own fail, restraining aid to Timon ; 
And send forth us, to make their sorrow'd renders 
Together with a recompense more fruitful 
Than their offense can weigh down by the dram ; 
Ay, even such heaps and sums of love and wealth 
As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were tJieirs» 
And write in thee the figures of their love. 
Ever to read them thine. 

Tim. You witch me In it ; 

Surprise me to the very brink of tears : 
Lend me a fool's heart and a woman's eyes. 
And I'll be weep these comforts, worthy senators. 

J^trst Sen. Therefore, so please thee to return with U% 
And of our Athens — thine and ours — to take 
The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks, 
Allow'a with absolute power, and thy good name 
Live with authority : — so soon we shall drive back 
Of Alcibiades th* approaches wild ; 
Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up 
His country's peace. 

Sec. Sen. And shakes his threatening sword 

Against the walls of Athens. 

F/rst Sen, Therefore, Timon, — 

r/V^. Well, sir, I will ; therefore, I will, sir ; thus:*— 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen. 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
That Timon cares not. But if he sack fair Athens* 
And take our goodljr ag^d men by the beards* 
Giving our holy virgins to the stam 
Of contumelious, beastly, mad-brain'd war. 
Then let him know, — and tell him Timon speaks it» 
In pity of ourag^d and our youth, 
I cannot choose but tell him that I care not. 
And let him take't at worst ; for their knives care no^ 
While you have throats to answer : for myself. 
There's not a whittle in th' unruly camp 
But I do prize it at my love, before 
The reverend'st throat in Athens, So I leave yw 
To the protection of the prosperous gods. 
As thieves to keepers. 

Flav. Stay not, all's In vain. 
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7/Vw. Why, I was writing of my epitaph ; 
It will be seen to-morrow : my long sickness 
Of health and living now begins to mend. 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live still ; 
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his, 
And last so long enough 1 

First Sen, We speak in vain. 

Tim. But yet I love my country; and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck. 
As common bruit doth put it. 

First Sen. That's well spoke, 

Tim. Commend hie to my loving countrymen,— 

First Sen. These words become your lips as they past 

thorough them. 

Sec. Sen. And enter in our ears like great triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them ; 

And tell them that, to ease them of their griefs, 
Their fears of hostile strokes, their ach^s, losses, 
Their pang^ of love, with other incident throes 
That nature's fragile vessel doth sustain 
In life's uncertain voyage, I will 
Some kindness do them, — I'll teach them to prevent 
Wild Alcibiades' wrath. 

First Sen. I like this well : he will return again. 

Tim. I have a tree, which grows here in my closer 
That mine own use invites me to cut down. 
And shortly must I fell it : tell my friends, 
Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree. 
From high to low throughout, that whoso please 
To stop affliction, let him take his haste. 
Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the ax. 
And hang himself : — I pray you, do my greeting. 

Flav^ Trouble him no further ; thus you still shall find 
him. 

Tim. Come not to me again : but say to Athens, 
Timon hath made his everlasting mansion 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ; 
Who once a day with his embossed froth 
The turbulent surge shall cover : thither come, 
And let my grave-stone be your oracle. — 
Ups, let sour words go by, and language end : 
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What is amiss, plague and infection mend f 
Graves only be men's works, and death their gain ! 
Sun, hide thy beams 1 Timon hath done his reign. 

{Retires to his catm* 

First Sen, His discontents are unremovably 
Coupled to nature. 

Sec Sen, Our hope in him is dead : let us retumt 
And strain what other means is left unto us 
In our dear periL 

First Sen, It requires swift foot [Exami^ 

Scene II. Before the walls of Athens. 
Enter two Senators and a Messenger. 

First Sen. Thou'st painfully discover'd : are his files 
As full as thy report ? 

Mess. I've spoke the least : 

Besides, his expedition promises 
Present approach. 

Sec. Sen. We stand much hazard, if they bring not 
Timon. 

Mess. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend ; 
Whom, though in general part we were oppos'd. 
Yet our old love had a particular force. 
And made us speak like friends : — this man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Timon's cave, 
With letters of entreaty, which imported 
His fellowship i' the cause against your city. 
In part for his sake mov'd. 

First Sen, Here come our brothers. 

Enter Senators /r<?»« TiMON. 

Third Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect.— 
The enemy's drum is heard, and fearful scouring 
Doth choke the air with dust : in, and prepare : 
Ours is the fall, I fear ; our foes the snare. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. The woods. Timon's cave^ and a rudi 

tomb seen. 

Enter a Soldier, seeking TiMON. 

Sold. By all description this should be the place. 
Who's here ? speak, ho ! — No answer ? — What is this ? 
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Timon is dead, who hath outstretch'd his span : 

Some beast rear'd this ; here does not live a man. 

Dead ; sure, and this his grave. — 

What's on this tomb I cannot read ; the character 

ril take with wax : 

Our captain hath in every figure skill. 

An ag'd interpreter, though young in days : 

Before proud Athens he's set down by this. 

Whose fall the mark of his ambition is. [£jri% 

Scene IV. Before the walls of Athens. 

Trumpets sound. Enter Alcibiades and Forces. 

Alcib. Sound to this coward and lascivious town 
Our terrible approach. \A parley soundeA 

Enter Senators on the walls. 

Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the time 
With all licentious measure, making your wills 
The scope of justice ; till now, myself, and such 
As slept within the shadow of your power, 
Have wander'd with our travers'd arms, and breath'd 
Our sufferance vainly : now the time is flush. 
When crouching marrow, in the bearer strong. 
Cries, of itself, " No more : " now breathless wrong 
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease ; 
And pursy insolence shall break his wind 
With fear and horrid flight. 

First Sen, Noble and young, 

When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit. 
Ere thou hadst power, or we had cause of fear. 
We sent to thee ; to give thy rages balm. 
To wipe out our ingratitudes with loves 
Above their quantity. 

Sec. Sen, So did we woo 

Transformed Timon to our city's love 
By humble message and by promis'd means : 
We were not all unkind, nor all deserve 
The common stroke of war. 

First Sen, These walls of our» 

Were not erected by their hands from whom 
You have receiv'd your griefs ; nor are they such 
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That these great towers, trophies, and schools should 

fall 
For private faults in them. 

Sec, Sen, Nor are they living 

Who were the motives that ycu first went out; 
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excess. 
Hath b/oke their hearts. March, noble lord. 
Into our city with thy banners spread : 
By decimation, and a tithed death, — 
If thy revenges hunger for that food. 
Which nature loathes, — take thou the destin'd tenth } 
And by the hazard of the spotted die 
Let die the spotted. 

First Sen. All have not offended ; 

For those that were, it is not square to take 
On those that are revenges : crimes, like lands. 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman. 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage : 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those kin 
Which, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall 
With those that have offended : like a shepherd. 
Approach the fold, and cull th' infected forth, 
But kill not all together. 

Sec. Sen. What thou wilt. 

Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile 
Than hew to*t with thy sword. 

First Sen. Set but thy foot 

Against our rampir'd gates, and they shall ope ; 
So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before. 
To say thou*lt enter friendly. 

Sec. Sen. Throw thy glove. 

Or any token of thine honor else. 
That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress. 
And not as our confusion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbor in our town, till we 
Have seal'd thy full desire.- 

Alcib. Then there's my glove \ 

Descend, and open your uncharged ports : 
Those enemies of Timon's. and mine own. 
Whom you yourselves shall set out for reproof. 
Fall, and no more : and — to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning — not a man 
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Shall pass his quarter, or offend the stream 
Of regular justice in your city's bounds. 
But shall be render'd to your public laws 
At heaviest answer. 

Senators, *Tis most nobly spoken. 

Alcib. Descend, and keep your words. 

[ The Senators descend, and open thigateu 

Enter a Soldier. 

Sold, My noble general, Timon is dead ; 
Entomb'd upon the very hem o' the sea ; 
And on his grave-stone this insculpture, which 
With wax I brought away, whose soft impression 
Interprets for my poor ignorance. 

Atcib. [reads] " Here lies* a wretched corse, of wretched 

soul bereft^ 
Seek not my name : a plague consume you wicked caitifiFs 

leftl 
Here lie I, Timon ; who; alive, all living men did hate : 
Pass by, and curse thy fill ; but pass, and stay not here 

thv gait." 
These well express in tnee thy latter spirits : 
Though thou abhorr'dst in us our human griefs. 
Scorn 'dst our brains* flow, and those our droplets which 
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit 
Taueht thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye 
On tTiy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is noble Timon : of whose memory 
Hereafter more. — Bring me into your city. 
And I will use the olive with my sword : ^^ 

Make war breed peace ; makepeace stint war; makeeac^ 
Prescribe to other, as each other's leech. — 
Let our drums strike* [Exeunl 



<fAA.iBJ fLqfk 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 



DRAMATIS P£RSONi£. 



Mark Antony, ) . . 

OCTAVIUS CiCSAR, V ^|^' 

M. iEMiL. Lepidus, ) 
Sextus Pompeius. 

DOMITIUS EnOBAR-' 

Ventidius, [bus, . 
Eros, friends 

Scarus, » to 

Dercbtas, Antony. 

DemetriuSi 
Philo, 

MECiC:NAS, 

Agrippa, 

dolabella, 

Proculeius, 

Thy REUS, 

Callus, 

Menas, 



friends to 
Ceesar, 



Taurus, lieutenant-general to 

Caesar. 
Canidius, lieutenant-genexal 

to Antony. 
SiLius, an officer in Ventidios't 

army. 
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Officers, Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attendants. 
Scene — In several parts of the Roman empirt^ 

ACT I. 

Scene I. Alexandria A room in Zi^Yxyvp^lVJ^Zpalact* 

Enter Demetrius a«^/ Philo. 

Phi. Nay, but this dotage of our general's 
O'erflows the measure : those his goodly eyes. 
That o'er the files and musters of the war 
Have glow'd like plated Mars', now bend, now turn, 
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The office and devotion of their view 

Upon a tawny front : his captain's heart. 

Which in the scuffles of great fights hath burst 

The buckles on his breast, reneges all temper. 

And is become the bellows and the fan 

To cool a gypsy's lust. {Flourish within^ Look where 

they come : 
Take but good note, and yo\i shall see in him 
The triple pillar of the world transform 'd 
Into a strumpet's fool : behold and see. 

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with their Train: 

Eunuchs /tf««/«^ her^ 

Cleo. If it be love indeed, tell me how much. 
Ant, There's beggary in the love that can be reckon 'd, 
Cleo, I'll set a bourn how far to be belov'd. 
Ant, Then must thou needs find out new heaven, new 
earth. 

Enter an Attendant. 

Att, News, my good lord, from Rome. 

Ant, Grates me: — the sum. 

Cleo, Nay, hear them, Antony : 
Fulvia perchance is angry ; or, who knows 
If the scarce-bearded Caesar have not sent 
His powerful mandate to you, " Do this, or this ; 
Take in that kingdom, and enfranchise that ; 
Perform 't, or else we damn theeL" 

Ant, How, my love I 

Cleo, Perchance I nay, and most like : — 
Vou must not stay here longer, — your dismission 
Is come from Caesar : therefore hear it, Antony. — 
Where's Fulvia's process? Caesar's I would say?-^ 

both ? — 
Call in the messengers. — As I'm Egypt's queen, 
Thou blushest, Antony ; and that blood of thine 
Is Caesar's homager : else so thy cheek pays shame 
When shrill-tongu'd Fulvia scolds. — The messengers! 

Ant, Let Rome in Tiber melt, and the wide arch 
Of the rang'd empire fall I Here is my space. 
Kingdoms are clay : our dungy earth alike 
Feeds beast as man : the nobleness of life 
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Is to do thus ; when such a mutual pair [Embracing^^ 
And such a twain can do't, in which I bind. 
On pain of punishment, the world to weet 
We stand up peerless. 

Cleo. Excellent falsehood 1 

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her? — 
Ill seem the fool I am not ; Antony 
Will be himself. 

Ant. But stirr'd by Cleopatra. — 

Now, for the love of Love and her soft hours, 
Let's not confound the time with conference harsh: 
There's not a minute of our lives should stretch 
Without some pleasure now ; — what sport to-night ? 

Cleo, Hear the ambassadors. 

Ant, Fie, wrangling queen 1 

Whom every thing becomes, — to chide, to laugh, 
To weep ; whose every passion fully strives 
To make itself, in thee, fair and admir'd ! 
No messenger ; but thine, and all alone. 
To-night we'll wander through the streets, and note 
The qualities of people. Come, my queen ; 
Last night you did desire it : — speak not to us. 

[Exeunt Ant, and Cleo, with their Trmitu 

Dent, Is Caesar with Antonius priz'd so slight ? 

Phi, Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony, 
He comes too short of that great property 
Which still should go with Antony. 

Dem, I'm full sorry 

That he proves the common liar, who 
Thus speaks of him at Rome : but I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy I [Exeunt, 

Scene IL The same. Another room In the same. 
Enter Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and a Soothsayer. 

Char, Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most any thing Alexas, 
almost most absolute Alexas, where's the soothsayer 
that you praised so to the queen ? O, that I knew this 
husband, which, you say, must charge his horns with 
garlands ! 

Alex, Soothsayer,— 

Sooth, Your will? 
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Char. Is this the man? — Is*t you, sir, that know 

things ? 
Sooth, In nature's infinite book of secrecy 
A little I can read. 
Alex. Show him your hand. 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno, Bring in the banquet quickly ; wine enough 
Cleopatra's health to drink. 

Char, Good sir, give me good fortune, 

Sootho I make not, but foresee. 

Char. Pray, then, foresee me one. 

Sooth, You shall be yet far fairer than you are. 
. Char. He means in flesh. 

Iras, No, you shall paint when you are old. 

Char, Wnnkles forbid ! 

Alex, Vex not his prescience ; be attentive. 

Char, Hush! 

Sooth, You shall be more beloving than belov'd. 

Char. I had rather heat my liver with drinking. 

Alex, Nay, hear him. 

Char, Good now, some excellent fortune ! Let me be 
married to three kings in a forenoon, and widow them 
all : let me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod of Jewry 
may do homage : find me to marry me with Octavius 
Caesar, and companion me with my mistress. 

Sooth, You shall outlive the lady whom you serve. 

Char, O excellent ! I love long life better than figs. 

Sooth, You Ve seen and prov'd a fairer former fortune 
Than that which is to approach. 

Char, Then belike my children shall have no names: — 
prithee, how many boys and wenches must I have ? 

Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb. 
And fertile every wisn, a million. 

Char, Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witch, 

Alex, You think none but your sheets are privy to your 
wishes. 

Char, Nay, come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex, We'll know all our fortunes. 

Eno, Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-night, shall 
be — drunk to bed. 

Iras. There's a palm presages chastity, if nothing else, 
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Char, E'en as the o'erflowing Nilus presageth famine. 

Iras, Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot soothsay. 

Char, Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prognosti- 
cation, I cannot scratch mine ear. — Prithee, tell her but a 
worky-day fortune. 

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike, 

Iras, But how, but how ? give me particulars. 

Sooth, I have said. 

Iras, Am I not an inch of fortune better than she ? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune better 
than I, where would you choose it ? 

Iras, Not in my husband's nose. 

Char, Our worser thoughts heavens mend I — Alexas, — 
come, his fortune, his fortune ! — O, let him marry a wo- 
man that cannot go, sweet Isis, I beseech thee ! ana let her 
die too, and give him a worse ! and let worse follow worse, 
till the worst of all follow him laughing to his grave, fifty 
fold a cuckold ! Good Isis, hear me this prayer, thougn 
thou deny me a matter of more weight ; good Isis, I be- 
seech thee I 

Iras, Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer of the 
people ! for, as it is a heart-breaking to see a handsome 
man loose-wived, so it is a deadly sorrow to behold a foul 
knave uncuckolded : therefore, dear Isis, keep decorum, 
and fortune him accordingly I 

Char. Amen. 

Alex, Lo, now, if it lay in their hands to make me a 
cuckold, they would make themselves whores but they'd 
do't5 

Eno. Hush I here comes Antony, 

Char. Not he ; the queen. 

Enter Cleopatra, 

Cleo. Saw you my lord ? 
Eno, No, lady. 

Cleo. Was he not here ? 

Char, No, madam. 

Cleo, He was dispos'd to mirth ; but on the sudden 
A Roman thought hath struck him. — Enobarbus, — 
Eno, Madam? 

Cleo, Seek him, and bring him hither. — Where*? 
Alexas ? 
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A/ex, Here, at your service. — My lord approaches. 
Cleo, We will not look upon him : go with us. [Exeun/^ 

Enter Antony with a Messenger and Attendants. 

Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field. 

Ant, Against my brother Lucius ? 

Mess, Ay: 
But soon that war had end, and the time's state 
Made friends of them, jointing their forces 'gainst Caesar ; 
Whose better issue in the war, from Italy, 
Upon the first encounter, drave them. 

Ant. Well, what worst ? 

Mess, The nature of bad news infects the teller. 
^ Ant. When it concerns the fool or coward. — On : — 
Things that are past are done with me. — 'Tis thus ; 
Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 
I hear him as he flatter'd. 

Mess. Labienus — 

This is stiff news — hath, with his Parthian force. 
Extended Asia from Euphrates ; 
His conquering banner shook from Syria 
To Lydia and to Ionia ; 
Whilst — 

Ant. Antony, thou wouldst say, — 

Mess, O, my lord 1 

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the general tongue: 
Name Cleopatra as she's call'd in Rome ; 
Rail thou in Fulvia's phrase ; and taunt my faults 
With such full license as both truth and malice 
Have power to utter. O, then we bring forth weeds 
When our quick minds lie still ; and our ills told us 
Is as our earing. Fare thee well awhile. 

Mess, At your noble pleasure. \Exit. 

Ant, From Sicyon. ho, the news ! Speak there ! 

First Att, The man from Sicyon, — is there such an 
one? 

Sec, Att, He stays upon your will. 

Ant, Let him appear. — 

These strong Egyptian fetters I must break, 
Or lose myself in dotage. 

Enter another Messenger. 

What arc you ? 
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Sec, Mess, Fulvia thy wL'e is dead. 

Ant. Where died she ? 

Sec. Mess, In Sicyon : 
Her length of sickness, with what else more serious 
Importeth thee to know, this bears. \^Gtves a letter. 

Ant. Forbear me. [Exit Sec, Mess* 

There's a great spirit gone ! Thus died I desire it 
What our contempts do often hurl from us. 
We wish it ours again ; the present pleasure, 
By revolution lowering, does become 
The opposite of itself : she's good, being gone ; 
The hand could pluck her back that shov'd her oiu 
I must from this enchanting queen break off : 
Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know. 
My idleness doth hatch. — Ho, Enobarbus I 

Re-enter Enobarbus. 

Eno, What's your pleasure, sir ? 

Ant, I must with haste from hence. 

Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women : we see how 
mortal an unkindness is to them ; if they suffer our de- 
parture, death's the word. 

Ant. I must be gone. 

Eno. Under a compelling occasion, let women die : it 
were pity to cast them away for nothing ; though, between 
them and a great cause, they should be esteemed noth- 
ing. Cleopatra, catching but the least noise' of this, dies 
instantly ; I have seen her die twenty times upon far 
poorer moment : I do think there is mettle in death, which 
commits some loving act upon her, she hath such a celer- 
ity in d)ring. 

Ant. She is cunning past man's thought. 

Eno^ Alack, sir, no ; her passions are made of nothing 
but the finest part of pure love : we cannot call her winds 
and waters sighs and tears ; they are greater storms and 
tempests than almanacs can report : this cannot be cun- 
ning in her ; if it be, she makes a shower of rain as well 
as Jove. 

Ant, Would I had never seen her ! 

Eno. O, sir, you had then left unseen a wonderful piece 
of work ; which not to have been blessed withal would 
have discredited your travel. 
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Ant, Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir? 

Ant, Fulvia is dead. 

Eno, Fuivial 

Ant, Dead. 

Eno, Why, sir, give the gods a thankful sacrifice. 
When it pleaseth their deities to take the wife of a man 
from him, it shows to man the tailors of the earth ; com- 
forting therein, that when old robes are worn out, there 
are members to make new. If there were no more 
women but Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, and the 
case to be lamented : this grief is crowned with consola- 
tion ; your old smock brings forth a new petticoat : — 
and, indeed, the tears live in an onion that should water 
this sorrow. 

Ant, The business she hath broached in the state 
Caimot endure my absence. 

Eno, And the business you have broached here cannot 
be without you ; especially that of Cleopatra's, which 
wholly depends on your abode. 

Ant, No more light answers. Let our officers 
Have notice what we purpose. I shall break 
The cause of our expedience to the queen. 
And get her leave to part. For not alone 
The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches* 
Do strongly speak to us ; but the letters too 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome 
Petition us at home : Sextus Pompeius 
Hath given the dare to Caesar, and commands 
The empire of the sea : our slippery people— 
Whose love is never link'd to the deserver 
Till his deserts are past — begin to throw 
Pompey the Great, and all his dignities, 
Upon his son ; who, high in name and power. 
Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 
For the main soldier : whose quality, going on. 
The sides o' the world may danger : much is breeding. 
Which, like the courser's hair, hath yet but life. 
And not a serpent's poison. Say, our pleasure. 
To such whose place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence. 

Eno. I shall do't \Exeumi^ 

VL t4S> Ca.*c. x^ 



Act /J ANTONY A ND CLEOPA TRA. [Scene ///. 

Scene III. The same. Another room in the same. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas* 

Cleo, Where is he ? 

Char, I did not see him since. 

Cleo, See where he is, who's with him, what he does : — 
I did not send you : — if you find him sad. 
Say I am dancing ; if in mirth, report 
That I am sudden sick : quick, and return. 

{Exit Alexas. 

Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love him dearly* 
You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 

Cleo, What should I do, I do not ? 

Char. In each thing give him way, cross him in noth- 
ing. 

Cleo. Thou teachest like a fool, — the way to lose him. 

Char. Tempt him not so too far ; I wish, forbear : 
In time we hate that which we often fear. 
But here comes Antony. 

Cleo. I'm sick and sullen. 

Enter Antony. 

Ant. I'm sorry to give breathing to my purpose,— 

Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian ; I shall fall : 
It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature 
Will not sustain it. 

Ant. Now, my dearest queen, — 

Cleo, Pray you, stand further from me. 

Ant. What's the matter ? 

Cleo. I know, by that same eye, there's some good 
news. 
What says the married woman ? — You may go : 
Would she had never given you leave to come I 
Let her not say 'tis I that keep you here, — 
I have no power upon you ; hers you are. 

Ant, The gods best know, — 

Cleo. O, never was there queen 

So mightily betray'd ! yet at the first 
I saw the treasons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra, — 

Cho. Why should I think you can be mine and truc^ 
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Though you in swearing shake the throned gods. 
Who have been false to Fulvia ? Riotous madness, 
To.be entangled with those mouth-made vows 
Which break themselves in swearing ! 

yin/. Most sweet queeiv* 

C/eo, Nay, pray you, seek no color for your going. 
But bid farewell, and go : when you su'd sta)ring, 
Then was the time for words : no going then ; — 
-Eternity was in our lips and eyes. 
Bliss in our brows' bent ; none our parts so poor. 
But was a race of heaven : they are so still. 
Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world. 
Art tum'd the greatest liar. 

An^. How now, lady ! 

C/eo. I would I had thy inches ; thou shouldst know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 

An/, Hear me, queen : 

The strong necessity of time commands 
Our services awhile ; but my full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o'er with civil swords : Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome : 
Equality of two domestic powers 

Breed scrupulous faction ; the hated, g^own to strengtlv 
Are newly grown to love : the condemn'd Pompey, 
Rich in his father's honor, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of such as have not thriv'd 
Upon the present state, whose numbers threaten ; 
And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By any desperate change : my more particular, 
And that which most with you should safe my going, 
Is Fulvia's death. 

Cleo. Though age from folly could not give me fre«« 
dom. 
It does from childishness : — can Fulvia die ? 

Ant, She's dead, my queen : 
Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read 
The garboils she awak'd ; at the last, best : 
See when and where she died. 

CUo. O most false love I 

Where be the sacred vials thou shouldst fill 
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With sorrowful water ? Now I see, I sec, 
In Fulvia's death, how mine received shall be. 

Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know 
The purposes I bear ; which are, or cease. 
As you shall g^ve the advice : by the fire 
That quickens Nilus' slime, I go from hence 
Thy soldier, servant ; making peace or war 
As thou affect'st. 

C/eo, Cut my lace, Charmian, come , — 

But let it be : — I'm quickly ill, and well. 
So Antony loves. 

Anf. My precious queen, forbear ; 

And give true eviaence to his love, which stands 
A.n honorable trial. 

C/eo, So Fulvia told me. 

1 prithee, turn aside, and weep for her ; 
Then bid adieu to me, and say the tears 
Belong to Egypt : good now, play one scene 
Of excellent dissembling ; and let it look 
Like perfect honor. 

An^. You'll heat my blood : no more, 

C/eo. You can do better yet ; but this is meetly. 

Ant, Now, by my sword, — 

C/eo. And target. — Still he mends; 

But this is not the best : — look, prithee, Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. 

An/. I'll leave you, lady. 

C/eo, Courteous lord, one word. 

Sir, you and I must part, — but that's not it : 
Sir, you and I have lov'd, — but there's not it ; 
That you know well : something it is I would,— 
0, my oblivion is a very Antony, 
And I am all forgotten. 

An/, But that your royalty 

Holds idleness your subject, I should take you 
For idleness itself. 

C/eo. 'Tis sweating labor 

To bear such idleness so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me ; 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do nol 
Eye well to you : your honor calls you hence ; 
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Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly. 

And all the gods go with you 1 upon your sword 

Sit laurel victory ! and smooth success 

Be strew'd before your feet I 

Ant^ Let us go. Come ; 

Our separation so abides, and flies, 
That thou, residing here, go'st yet with me, 
And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 
Away ! \ExeunU 

Scene IV. Rome, An apartment in CiESAR's house. 
Enter Oct a vi us CiESAR, Lepidus, and Attendants. 

G?j. You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 

\Giving him a letter. 
It is not Caesar's natural vice to hate 
Our great competitor : from Alexandria 
This is the news : — he fishes, drinks, and wastes 
The lamps of night in revel ; is not more manlike 
Than Cleopatra, nor the queen of Ptolemy 
More womanly than he ; hardly gave audience, or 
Vouchsafed to think he had partners : you shall find there 
A man who is the abstract of all faults 
That all men follow. 

Lep, I must not think there are 

Evils enow to darken all his goodness.: 
His faults, in him, seem as the spots of heaven. 
More fiery by night's blackness ; hereditary. 
Rather than purchased ; what he cannot change. 
Than what he chooses. 

Cces, You're too indulgent. Let us grant, it is not 
Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ; 
To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to sit 
And keep the turn of tippling with a slave ; 
To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet 
With knaves that smell of sweat : say this becomes him,— • 
As his composure must be rare indeed 
Whom these things cannot blemish, — yet must Antony 
No way excuse his soils, when we do bear 
So great weight in his lightness. If he fill'd 
His vacancy with his voluptuousness. 
Full surfeits, and the dryness of his bones» 
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Call on him for't : but to confound such time, 
That drums him from his sport, and speaks as loud 
As his own state and ours, — 'tis to be chid 
As we rate boys, who, being mature in knowledge. 
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure. 
And so rebel to judgment. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Lep, Here's more news. 

Mess, Thy biddings have been done ; and every hour* 
Most noble Caesar, shalt thou have report 
How 'tis abroad. Pompey is strong at sea; 
And it appears he is belov'd of those 
That only have fear'd Caesar : to the ports 
The discontents repair, and men's reports 
Give him much wrong'd, 

Cas. I should have known no less: 

It hath been taught us from the primal state. 
That he which is was wish'd until he were; 
And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd till ne'er worth love. 
Comes dear'd by being lack'd. This common body. 
Like to a vagabond flag upon the stream, 
Goes to and back, lackeying the varying tide. 
To rot itself with motion. 

Mess, Caesar, I bring thee word,^ 

Menecrates and Men as, famous pirates, 
Make the sea serve them, which they ear and wound 
With keels of every kind : many hot inroads 
They make in Italy ; the borders maritime 
Lack blood to think on't, and flush youth revolt: 
No vessel can peep forth, but 'tis as soon 
Taken as seen ; for Pompey's name strikes more 
Than could his war resisted. 

CcBs, Antony, 

Leave thy lascivious wassails. When thou once 
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew'st 
Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow ; whom thou fought'st against. 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than savages could suffer : thou didst drink 
The stale of horses, and the gilded puddle 
Which beasts would cough at : thy palate then did deign 
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The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 
Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets. 
The barks of trees thou browsed'st ; on the Alps 
It is reported thou didst eat strange flesh. 
Which some did die to look on : and all this — 
It wounds thine honor that I speak it now — 
Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank'd hot. 

Lep, It is pity of him. 

Cces, Let his shames quickly 
Drive him to Rome : 'tis time we twain 
Did show ourselves i' the field ; and to that end 
Assemble we immediate council : Pompey 
Thrives in our idleness. 

Lep, To-morrow, Caesar, 

I shall be furnish 'd to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea and land I can be able 
To front this present time. 

CcBS, Till which encounter. 

It is my business too. Farewell. 

Lep, Farewell, my lord ; what you shall know mean- 
time 
Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir. 
To let me be partaker. 

Cces, Doubt not, sir ; 

I know it for my bond. [Exeunt^ 

Scene V. Alexandria. A room in ChEO^ATKA^spa/ace^ 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian. 

Cleo. Charmian,— 

Char, Madam? 

Cleo, Ha, ha ! — 
Give me to drink mandragora. 

Char, Why, madam ? 

Cleo, That I might sleep out this g^eat gap of time 
My Antony is away. 

Char, You think of him too much. 

Cieo, O, 'tis treason ! 

Char, Madam, I trust, not so. 

Cleo, Thou, eunuch Mardian I 
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Mar. What's your hiehness* pleasure ? 

Cleo, Not now to hear thee sing ; I take no pleasure 
In aught an eunuch has : 'tis well for thee, 
That, being unseminar'd, thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou affections ? 

Mar, Yes, gracious madam. 

Cleo, Indeed I 

Mar. Not in deed, madam ; for I can do nothing 
But what indeed is honest to be done : 
Yet have I fierce affections, and think 
What Venus did with Mars. 

Cleo, O Charmian, 

Where think'st thou he is now ? Stands he, or sits he ? 
Or does he walk } or is he on his horse ? 
O happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony ! 
Do bravely, horse ! for wott'st thou whom thou mov'st ? 
The demi-Atlas of this earth, the arm 
And burgonet of men. — He's speaking now. 
Or murmuring, " Where's my serpent of old Nile ? ** 
For so he calls me: — now I feed myself. 
With most delicious poison : — ' think on me. 
That am with Phoebus' amorous pinches black. 
And wrinkled deep in time ? Broad-fronted Cassar^ 
When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch ; and great Pompey 
Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my brow ; 
There would he anchor his aspect, and die 
With looking on his life. 

Enter Alexas. 

Alex. Sovereign of Egypt, hail ! 

Cleo, How much unlike art thou Mark Antony 1 
Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath 
With his tinct gilded thee. — 
How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ? 

Alex, Last thing he did, dear queen. 
He kiss'd — the last .of many doubled kisses — 
This orient pearl : — his speech sticks in my heart. 

Cleo, Mine ear must pluck it thence. 

Alex, " Good friend," quoth he^ 

*• Say, the firm Roman to great Egypt sends 
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This treasure of an oyster; at whose foot* 
To mend the pretty present, I will piece 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms ; all the east* 
Say thou, shall call her mistress." So he nodded. 
And soberly did mount an arm-gaunt steed, 
Who neigh d so high, that I would have spoke 
Was beastly dumb d by him. 

Cleo, What, was he sad or merry ? 

Alex. Like to the time o'th* year between th' extremes 
Of hot and cold, he was nor saa nor merry. 

Cieo. O well-divided disposition I — Note him. 
Note him, good Charmian, 'tis the man ; but note him : 
He was not sad, — for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his ; he was not merry,-— 
Which seem'd to tell them his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy ; but between both : 

heavenly mingle ! — • Be'st thou sad or merry. 
The violence of either thee becomes. 

So does it no man else. — Mett'st thou my posts ? 

Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers : 
Why do you send so thick ? 

Cleo. Who's bom that day 

When I forget to send to Antony 
Shall die a beggar. — Ink and paper, Charmian.* 
Welcome, my good Alexas. — Did I, Charmian, 
Ever love Caesar so ? 

Char. O that brave Caesar ! 

Cleo. Be chok'd with such another emphasis I 
Say, the brave Antony. 

Char. The valiant Caesar ! 

Cleo, By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth, 
If thou with Caesar paragon again 
My man of men. 

Char. By your most gracious pardon, 

1 sing but after you. 

Cleo, My salad days. 

When I was g^een in judgment : -r- cold in blood. 
To say as I said then I — But, come, away ; 
Get me ink and paper : 
He shall have every day a several greeting. 
Or I'll unpeople Egypt [Exeunt^ 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. Messina, A room in Pompey's house. 

Enier FOMPKY, Menecrates, ««^Menas, 

Pom. If the great gods be just, they shall assist 
The deeds of justest men. 

Mene, Know, worthy Pompey, 

That what they do delay, they not deny. 

Pom, Whiles we are suitors to their throne, decays 
The thing we sue for. 

Mene, We, ignorant of ourselves. 

Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers 
Deny us for our good ; so find we profit 
By losing of our prayers. 

Pom. I shall do well : 

The people love me, and the sea is mine ; 
My powers are crescent, and my auguring hope 
Says it will come to the full. Mark Antony 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors : Caesar gets money where 
He loses heart : Lepidus flatters both. 
Of both is flatter 'd ; but he neither loves. 
Nor either cares for him. 

Men, Caesar and Lepidus 

Are in the field ; a mighty strength they carry. 

Pom, Where have you this ? 'tis false. 

Men, From Silvius, sir 

Pom, He dreams : I know they are in Rome together. 
Looking for Antony. But all the charms of love. 
Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wan'd lip ! 
Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both ! 
Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts. 
Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks 
Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite \ 
That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honor 
Even till a Lethe'd dullness i 

Enter Varrius. 

How now, Varrius f 
Var, This is most certain that I shall deliver ;— 
Mark Antony is every hour in Rome 
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Expected : since he went from Egypt 'tis 
A space for further travel. 

Pom, I could have given less matter 

A better ear. — Menas, I did not think 
This amorous surfeiter would have donn*d his helm 
For such a petty war : his soldiership 
Is twice the other twain : but let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can from the lap of Egypt's widow pluck 
The ne'er-lust-wearied Antony. 

Men, I cannot hope 

Caesar and Antony shall well greet together : 
His wife that's dead did trespasses to Cassar; 
His brother warr'd upon him ; although, I thinly 
Not mov'd by Antony. 

Pom, I know not, Menas, 

How lesser enmities may give way to CTeaten 
Were't not that we stand up against them all, 
'Twere pregnant they should square between themselves; 
For they have entertained cause enough 
To draw their swords : but how the fear of us 
May cement their divisions, and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 
Be't as our gods will have't I It only stands 
Our lives upon to use our strongest hands. 
Come, Menas. [Exefmi, 

SCENB 11. Home. A roam in the house of LEPIDU8. 
Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus. 

Lep. Good Enobarbus, 'tis a worthy deed, 
And shall become you well, t' entreat your captain 
To soft and gentle speech. 

Eno, I shall entreat him 

To answer like himself: if Caesar move him» 
Let Antony look over Caesar's head. 
And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Antonius' beard, 
I would not shave't to-day. 

Lep. 'Tis not a time 

For private stomaching. 
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Eno, Every time 

Serves for the matter that is then bom In't. 

Lep. But small to greater matters must give way. 

Eno, Not if the small come first. 

Lefi, Your speech is passion ; 

But, pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes 
The noble Antony. 

Enter Antony andVzummvB. 
Eno, And yonder, Csesar. 

Enter CiESAR, MECiENAS* and AGRIPPA. 

Ant, If we compose well here* to Parthia : 
Hark ye, Ventidius. 

CcBs. I do not knoWt 

Mecaenas ; ask Agrippa. 

Lep. Noble friends. 

That which combin'd us was most great, and let not 
A leaner action rend us. What's amiss. 
May it be gently heard : when we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murder in healing wounds : then, noble partners,— 
The rather, for I earnestly beseech, — 
Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terms. 
Nor curstness g^ow to the matter. 

Ant. TTis spoken welL 

Were we before our armies, and to fight, 
I should do thus. 

Cas. Welcome to Rome. 
Ant, Thank you. 

C(BS, Sit 

Ant. Sit. sir. 

Cos. Nay, then 

Ant, I learn, you take things ill which are not so, 
Or being, concern you not. 

CcBS, I must be laugh'd at. 

If, or for nothing or a little, I 
Should say myself offended, and with you 
Chiefly i' the world ; more laugh'd at, that I should 
Once name you derogately, when to sound your name 
It not concern 'd me. 

AJbC. 91.) VI. t59» 
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Ant. My being in Egypt, Caesar^ 

What was*t to you ? 

Cces, No more than my residing here at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt : yet, if you tnere 
Did practice on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might be my question. 

Ant. How intend you, practic'd ? 

CcBS, You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent 
By what did here befall me. Your wife and brother 
Made wars upon me ; and their contestation 
Was theme for you, you were the word of war. 

Ant, You do njistake your business ; my brother nevet 
Did urge me in his act : I did inquire it ; 
And have my learning from some true reports. 
That drew their swords with you. Did he not rattier 
Discredit my authority with yours ; 
And make the wars alike against my stomach. 
Having alike your cause ? Of this my letters 
Before did satisfy you. If you'll patch a quarrel* 
As matter whole you've not to make it with. 
It must not be with this. 

Cces, You praise yourself 

By laying defects of judgment to me ; but 
You patch'd up your excuses. 

Ant, Not so, not so ; 

I know you could not lack, I'm certain on't. 
Very necessity of this thought, that I, 
Your partner in the cause 'gainst which he fought* 
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 
I would you had her spirit in such another : 
The third o' the world is yours ; which with a snaffle 
You may pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Eno, Would we had all such wives, that the men might 
go to wars with the women ! 

Ant, So much uncurbable, her garboils, Caesar, 
Made out of her impatience, — which not wanted 
Shrewdness of policy too, — I grieving grant 
Did you too much disquiet : for that you must 
But say, I could not help it, 

Cas, I wrote to you 

When rioting in Alexandria ; you 

vt «6o. U*e.M» 
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Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 
Did gibe my missive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, 

He fell upon me ere admitted : then 
Three kings I had newly feasted, and did want 
Of what 1 was i' the morning : but next day 
I told him of myself ; which was as much 
As to have ask'd him pardon. Let this fellow 
Be nothing of our strife ; if we contend. 
Out of our question wipe him. 

Cas. You have broken 

The article of your oath ; which you shall never 
Have tongue to charge me with. 

Lep. Soft, Caesar ! 

Ant, No, 

Lepidus, let him speak : 
The honor is sacred which he talks on now. 
Supposing that I lack'dit. — But, on, Caesar; 
The article of my oath. 

CcBs, To lend me arms and aid when I required them ; 
The which you both denied. 

Ant, Neglected, rather; 

And then when poison'd hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as 1 may, 
I'll play the penitent to you : but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power 
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia, 
To have me out of Egypt, made wars here ; 
For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon as befits mine honor 
To stoop in such a case. 

Lep, 'Tis noble spoken. 

Mec, If it might please you, to enforce no further 
The griefs between ye : to forget them quite 
Were to remember that the present need 
Speaks to atone you. 

Lep. Worthily spoken, Mecaenas. 

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another's love for the in- 
stant, you may, when you hear no more words of Pompey, 
return it again : you shall have time to wrangle in when 
you have nothing else to do. 

Ant, Thou art a soldier only : speak no more. 

«.ftc. 03.) VI. x6i. 
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Eno. That truth should be silent I had almost forgot. 

Ant, You wrong this presence; therefore speak no 
more. 

Eno, Go to, then ; your considerate stone. 

Cess, I do not much dislike the matter, but 
The manner of his speech ; for't cannot be 
We shall remain in friendship, our conditions 
So differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop should hold us stanch, from edge to edge 
O' the world I would pursue it. 

Agr, Give me leave, Caesar,— 

CcBS, Speak, Ag^ppa. 

Agr, Thou hast a sister by the mother's side, 
AdmirVl Octavia : great Mark Antony 
Is now a widower, 

CcBS, Say not so, Agrippa : 

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 
Were well deserv'd of rashness. 

Ant, I am not married, Caesar, let me hear 
Agrippa further speak. 

Agr, To hold you in perpetual amity, 
To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife ; whose beauty claims 
No worse a husband than the best of men ; 
Whose virtue and whose general graces speak 
That which none else can utter. By this marriage. 
All little jealousies, which now seem great, 
And all great fears, which now import their dangers^ 
Would then be nothing : truths would be but tales, 
Where now half tales be truths : her love to both 
Would each to other, and all loves to both, 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke ; 
For 'tis a studied, not a present thought. 
By duty ruminated. 

Ant, Will Caesar speak ? 

CcBS, Not till he hears how Antony is touch'd 
With what is spoke already. 

Ant, What power is in Agrippa, 

If I would say, •• Agrippa, be it so," 
To make this good? 
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Ccts, The power of Caesar, and 

His power unto Octavia. 

Ant, May I never 

To this good purpose, that so fairly shows, 
Dream of impediment I — Let me have thy hand : 
Further this act of g^ace ; and from this nour 
The heart of brothers govern in our loves 
And sway our great designs I 

CcBs. There is my hand. 

A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever love so dearly : let her live 
To join our kingdoms and our hearts ; and never 
Fly off our loves again ! 

Lep. Happily, amen I 

Ant. I did not think to draw my sword 'gainst Pompey j 
For he hath laid strange courtesies and great 
Of late upon me ; I must thank him only. 
Lest my remembrance suffer ill report ; 
At heel of that, defy him. 

Lep, Time calls upon's : 

Of us must Pompey presently be sought. 
Or else he seeks out us. 

Ant. Where lies he ? 

CcBs. About the Mount Misenum. 

Ant. What's his strength 

By land ? 

Cas, Great and increasing : but by sea 
He is an absolute master. 

Ant, So is the fame. 

Would we had spoke together I Haste we for it : 
Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, dispatch we 
The business we have talk'd of. 

CcBS. With most gladness ; 

And do invite you to my sister's view. 
Whither straight I'll lead you. 

Ant, Let us, Lepidua, 

Not lack your company. 

Lep, Noble Antony, 

Not sickness should detain me. 

[Flourish^ Exeunt Ccesar, Antony^ and Lipidus* 
KJtc. as*] ^1- ^^ 
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Mec, Welcome from Egypt, sir. 

Eno. Half the heart of Caesar, worthy MecaenasI— 
My honorable friend, Agrippa I — 

Agr, Good Enobarbus ! 

Mec, We have cause to be glad that matters are so 
well digested. You stayed well by't in Egypt. 

Eno. Ay, sir ; we did sleep day out of countenance^ 
and made the night light with drinking. 

Mec, Eight wild-boars roasted whole at a breakfast^ 
and but twelve persons there ; is this true ? 

Eno, This was but as a fly by an eagle : we had much 
more monstrous matter of feast, which worthily deserved 
noting. 

Mec. She's a most triumphant lady, if report be square 
to her. 

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, she pursed 
up his heart, upon the river of Cydnus. 

Agr, There she appeared indeed ; or my reporter 
devised well for her. 

Eno, I will tell you . 
The barge she sat in, like a burnish*d throne, 
Burn'd on the water : the poop was beaten gold ; 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed that 
The winds were love-sick with them ; th' oars were silver. 
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water which they beat to follow faster, 
As amorous of their strokes. For her own person. 
It beggar'd all description : she did lie 
In her pavilion — cloth-of-gold of tissue ^ 
O'er-picturing that Venus where we see 
The fancy outwork nature : on each side her 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With divers-color'd fans, whose wind did seem 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cooU 
And what they undid did. 

Ag^' O, rare for Antony ? 

Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many mermaids, tended her i' th* eyes. 
And made their bends adornings : at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers : the silken tackle 
Swell with the touches of those flower-soft hands, 
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That yarely frame the office. From the barge 
A strange invisible pMume hits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her ; and Antony, 
Enthron'd i' the market-place, did sit alone. 
Whistling to th* air ; which, but for vacancy. 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too. 
And made a gap in nature. 

A^r, Rare Egyptian I 

£no. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her. 
Invited her to supper : she repliea. 
It should be better he became her guest ; 
Which she entreated : our courteous Antony, 
Whom ne'er the word of " No " woman heard speak* 
Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the feast* 
And for his ordinary pays his heart 
For what his eyes eat only. 

A^r, Royal wench ! 

She made CTeat Caesar lay his sword to bed : 
lie plow'd her, and she cropped. 

£no. I saw her once 

Hop forty paces through the public street ; 
And having lost her breath, sne spoke, and panted* 
That she did make defect perfection, 
And, breathless, power breathe forth. 

Af^c, Now Antony must leave her utterly. 

Eno, Never ; he will not : 
Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her infinite variety : other women cloy 
The appetites they feed ; but she makes hungry 
Where most she satisfies : for vilest things 
Become themselves in her ; that the holy priests 
Bless her when she is riggish. 

Jf^c, If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery to him. 

A^'r. Let us go. — 

Go€>d Enobarbus, make yourself my guest 
Whilst you abide here. 

Eno, Humbly, sir, I thank you. [Exeunl 



Ati n.\ AMTONY AND CLEOPA TRA, {Sceiu Ili^ 

Scene IIL The same. A roam in Cssar'S house. 

Enter ANTONY, Caesar. Octavia between them ; and 

Attendants. 

Ant. The world and my g^eat office will sometimes 
Divide me from your bosom. 

Octa. All which time 

Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers 
To them for you. 

Ant, Good night, sir. — My Octavia, 

Read not my blemishes in the world's report : 
I have not kept my square ; but that to come 
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear lady. 

Octa, Good night, sir. 

CcBS. Good night. [Exeunt Ccesar and Octavia. 

Enter Soothsayer. 

Ant, Now, sirrah, — you do wish yourself in Egypt ? 

Sooth, Would I had never come from thence, nor you 
thither ! 

Ant. If you can, your reason ? 

Sooth. I see it in my motion, have it not in my tongue e 
but yet hie you to Egypt again. 

Ant. Say to me 
Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Cssar*s or mine ? 

Sooth, Caesar's. 
Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side: 
Thy demon, that's tny spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable. 
Where Caesar's is not ; but, near him, thy angel 
Becomes a fear, as being o'erpower'd : therefore 
Make space enough between you. 

Ant, Speak this no more. 

Sooth. To none but thee ; no more, but when to the« 
If thou dost play with him at any game, 
Thou'rt sure to lose ; and, of that natural luck, 
He beats thee 'gainst the odds : thy luster thickens, 
When he shines by : I say again, thy spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him ; 
But he away, 'tis noble. 

Ant. Get thee gone : 

Say to Ventidius I would speak with him :•— 

[Exit Soothsayer. 
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He shall to Parthia. — Be it art or hap, 
He hath spoken true : the very dice obey him ; 
And, in our sports, my better cunning faints 
Under his chance : if we draw lots, he speeds ; 
His cocks do win the battle still of mine. 
When it is all to naught ; and his quails ever 
Beat mine, inhoop'd, at odds. I will to Egypt : 
And though I make this marriage for my peaces 
r th' east my pleasure lies. 

Enter VenTIDIUS, 

O, come, Ventidius, 
You must to Parthia: your commission's ready; 
Follow me, and receive't. \Exeunt 

Scene IV. Tkt same, A street. 
Enter Lepxdus, MECiENAS, a»^/ Agrippa. 

Lep, Trouble yourselves no further : pray you, hasten 
Your generals after. 

Agr. Sir, Mark Antony 

Will e'en but kiss Octavia, and we'll follow. 

Lep, Till I shall see you in your soldier's dress. 
Which will become you both, farewell. 

Mec, We shall. 

As I conceive the journey, be at the Mount 
Before you, Lepidus. 

Lep, Your way is shorter ; 

My purposes do draw me much about : 
You 11 win two days upon me; 

Mec,<t Agr, Sir, good success ! 

Lep. Farewell. [Exeunt^ 

Scene V. Alexandria. A room in Cleopatra's 

palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, dr«</ Alexas. 

Cleo. Give me some music, — music, moody food 
Of us that trade in love. 
Attend. The music, ho I 

Enter Mardian. 

Cleo. Let it alone; let's to billiards: come, Charmiaiw 
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Char. My arm is sore ; best play with Mardian. 

Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch play'd 
As with a woman. — Come, you'll play with me, sir? 

Mar, As well as I can, madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is show'd, though 't come too 
short. 
The actor may plead pardon. I'll none now :— 
Give me mine angle, — we'll to the river : there. 
My music playing far off, I will betray 
Tawny-finn'd fishes ; my bended hoolc shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up, 
I'll think them every one an Antony, 
And say, " Ah, ha ! you're caught. ' 

Char. Twas merry when 

You wager'd on your angling ; when your diver 
Did hang a salt-hsh on his hook, which he 
"With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. That time, — O times I — 

I laugh'd him out of patience ; and that night 
I laugh 'd him into patience : and next morn. 
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 
Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst 
1 wore his sword Philippan. 

Enter a Messenger. 

O, from Italy! — 
Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears, 
That long time have been barren. 

Mess. ^ Madam, madam,— 

Cleo, Antony's dead I — if thou say so, villain. 
Thou kill'st thy mistress : but well and free. 
If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here 
My bluest veins to kiss, — a hand that kings 
Have lipp'd, and trembled kissing. 

Mess. First, madam, he is well. 

Cleo. Why, there's more gold 

But, sirrah, mark, we use 
To say the dead are well : bring it to that. 
The gold I give thee will I melt and pour 
Down thy ilT-uttering throat. 

Mess Good madam, hear me. 

CUa. Well, go to, I wm; 
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But there's no goodness in thy face : if Antony 
Be free and healthful, why so tart a favor 
To trumpet such good ticfings ? If not well, 
Thou shouldst come like a Fury crown *d with snakes^ 
Not like a formal man. 

Mess. Will't please you hear me ? 

Cieo. I have a mind to strike thee ere thou speak'st : 
Yet, if thou say Antony lives, is well, 
Or friends with Caesar, or not captive to him, 
ril set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee. 

Mess, Madam, he's well. 

Cieo. Well said. 

Mess, And friends with Caesar. 

Cieo, Thou'rt an honest man^ 

Mess, Caesar and he are greater friends than ever. 

Cieo, Make thee a fortune from me. 

Mess, But yet, madam»-^- 

Cleo, I do not like " But yet," it does allay 
The good precedence ; fie upon " But yet " I 
" But yet " is as a gaoler to bring forth 
Some monstrous malefactor. Prithee, friend. 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 
The good and bad together: he's friends with Caesar; 
In state of health thou say'st ; and thou say'st free. 

Mess, Free, madam ! no ; I made no such report : 
He's bound unto Octavia. 

Cieo, For what good turn ? 

Mess, For the best turn i' the bed. 

Cieo, I am pale, Charmian, 

Mess, Madam, he's married to Octavia. 

Cieo, The most infectious pestilence upon thee I 

[Strikes htm dowtK 
Mess. Good madam, patience. 
. Cieo, What say you ? — Hence, 

[Strikes him again. 
Horrible villain I or 111 spurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me ; I'll unhair thy nead : 

[S/te hales him ufi and down. 

Thou shalt be whipp'd with wire, and stew'd in brine. 
Smarting in lingering pickle. 
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Mess. Gracious madam, 

I that do bring the news made not the match. 

Cleo. Say 'tis not so, a province I will give thee, 
And make thy fortunes proud : the blow thou hadst 
Shall make thy peace for moving me to rage ; 
And I will boot thee with what gift beside 
Thy modesty can beg. 

Afess, He's married, madam. 

Cleo. Rogue, thou hast liv'd too long. 

[DraTcs a knife. 

Mess, Nay, then I'll run,— 

What mean you, madam ? I have made no fault. [Exit. 

Char. Good madam, keep yourself within yourself : 
The man is innocent. 

Cieo, Some innocents scape not the thunderbolt.— 
Melt Egypt into Nile I and kindly creatures 
Turn all to serpents ! — Call the slave again : — 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him: — call. 

Char. He is afeard to come. 

Clea. I will not hurt him. 

[Exit Charmtan. 
These hands do lack nobility, that they strike 
A meaner than myself ; since I myself 
Have gfiven myself the cause. 

Reenter Charmian and Messenger. 

Come hither, sir. 
Though it be honest, it is never good 
To bring bad news : give to a gracious message 
An host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themselves when they be felt 

Mess, I've done my duty. 

Cleo. Is he married ? 
I cannot hate thee worser than I do, 
If thou again say " Yes." 

Mess. He's married, madam. 

Cleo. The gods confound thee I dost thou hold therj 
still ? 

Mess. Should I lie, madam ? 

Cleo. O, I would thou didst. 

So half my Egypt were submerg'd, and made 
A cistern for scal'd snakes I Go, get thee hence : 
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Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me 
Thou wouldst appear most ugly. He is married ? 
Mess, I crave your highness pardon. 
Cleo. He is married ? 

Mess. TaKe no offense that I would not offend you : 
To punish me for what you make me do 
Seems much unequal : he's married to Octavia. 

Cleo. O, that his fault should make a knave of thee. 
That art not what thou'rt sure of I — Get thee hence : 
The merchandise which thou hast brought from Rome 
Are all too dear for me ; lie they upon thy hand, 
And be undone by *em I \Exit Messenger^ 

Char. Good your highness, patience. 

Cleo, In praising Antony, I have disprais'd Caesar, 
Char, Many times, madam. 
Cleo, I am paid for't now. 

Lead me from hence ; 

I faint : — O Iras, Charmian I — 'tis no matter,— 
Go to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid him 
Report the feature of Octavia, her years, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out 
The color of her hair : — bring me word quickly. 

\Exit Alexas* 
Let him for ever go : — let him not — Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
The other way's a Mars. — [ To Mardian\ Bid you 

Alexas 
Bring me word how tall she is. — Pity me, Charmian, 
But do not speak to me. — Lead me to my chamber. 

\Exeunt» 

Scene VI. Near Misenum, 

Flourish, Enter Pompey and Menas from onestde^ 

with drum and trumpet : from the other^ 

CiESAR, Antony, Lepidus, Enobarbus, 

MECiENAS, with Soldiers marching. 

Pom, Your hostages I have, so have you mine ; 
And we shall talk before we fight. 

CcBs. Most meet 

That first we come to words ; and therefore have we 
Our written purposes before us sent ; 
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Which, if thou hast considei'd, let us know 
If 'twill tie up thy discontented sword. 
And carry back to Sicily much tail youth 
That else must perish here. 

Pom, To you all three, 

The senators alone of this great world, 
Chief factors for the gods» — I do not know 
Wherefore my father should revengers want. 
Having a son and friends ; since Julius Caesar, 
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted. 
There saw you laboring for him. What was't 
That mov'd pale Cassius to conspire ; and what 
Made the all-honor'd, honest Roman, Brutus, 
With the arm'd rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom. 
To drench the Capitol, but that they would 
Have one man but a man ? And that is it 
Hath made me rig my navy, at whose burden 
The anger'd ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To scourge th* ingratitude that despiteful Rome 
Cast on my noble father. 

Cess, Take your time. 

Ant, Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, with thy sails ; 
We'll speak with thee at sea : at land, thou know'st 
How much we do o'er-count thee. 

Pom, At land, indeed. 

Thou dost o'er-count me of my father's house : 
But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself. 
Remain in't as thou mayst. 

Lep, Be pleas'd to tell us — 

For this is from the present — how you take 
The offer we have sent you. 

Cces, There's the point 

Ant, Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embrac'd. 

Cces, And what may follow. 
To try a larger fortune. 

Pom. You've made me offer 

Of Sicily, Sardinia ; and I must 
Rid all the sea of pirates ; then, to send 
Measures of wheat to Rome ; this g^eed upon. 
To part with unhack'd edges, and bear back 
Our targes undinted. 
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Cas,^ Ant^ Lep. That's our offer. 

Pom, Know, then« 

I came before you here a man prepared 
To take this offer : but Mark Antony 
Put me to some impatience : — thou&^h I lose 
The praise of it by telling, you must know, 
When Caesar and your brother were at blows» 
Your mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey; 

And am well studied for a liberal thanks 
Which I do owe you. 

Pom, Let me have your hand : 

I did not think, sir, to have met you here. 

Ant, The beds i* th' east are soft ; and thanks to you, 
That call'd me, timelier than my purpose, hither; 
For I have gain'd by't. 

CcES, Since I saw you last. 

There is a change upon you. 

Pom, Well, I know not 

What counts harsh fortune casts upon my face ; 
But in my bosom shall she never come. 
To make my heart her vassal. 

Lep, Well met here. 

Pom, I hope so, Lepidus. — Thus we are agreed : 
I crave our composition may be written, 
And seal'd between us. 

Cas, That's the next to do. 

Pom, We'll feast each other ere we part ; and let's 
Draw lots who shall begin. 

Ant, That will I, Pompey. 

Pom. No, Antony, take the lot : but, first 
Or last, your fine Egyptian cookeiy 
Shall have the fame. I've heard that Julius Caesar 
Grew fat with feasting there. 

Ant, You have heard much. 

Pom, I have fair meanings, sir. 

Ant, And fair words to them. 

Pom, Then so much have I heard : 
And I have heard, Apollodorus carried — 

Eno. No more of tnat : — he did so. 

Pom, What, I pray you F 
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Eno, A certain queen to Caesar in a mattress. 

Pom, I know thee now: how far'st thou, soldier? 

Eno. WcUi 

And well am like to do ; for I perceive 
Four feasts are toward. 

Pom. Let me shake thy hand) 

I never hated thee : I've seen thee fight. 
When I have envied thy behavior. 

Eno. Sir, 

I never lov'd you much ; but I ha' prais'd ye, ^ 

When you have well deserv'd ten times as much 
As I have said you did. 

Pom. Enjoy thy plainness, 

It nothing ill becomes thee.— 
Aboard my galley I invite you all : 
Will you lead, lords ? 

Cces,, Ant,, Lep, Show us the way, sir. 

Pom. Come. 

[Exeunt all except Menas and Enobarhuu 

Men. [aside] Thy father, Pompey, would ne'er have 
made this treaty. — You and I have known, sir. 

Eno. At sea, I think. 

Men. We have, sir. 

Eno. You have done well by water. 

Men, And you by land. 

Eno. I will praise any man that will praise me ; though 
it cannot be denied what I have done by land. 

Men. Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, something you can deny for your own 
safety : you have been a great thief by sea. 

Men, And you by land. » 

Eno. There I deny my land service. But give me your 
hand, Menas : if our eyes had authority, here they might 
take two thieves kissing. 

Men. All men's faces are true, whatsoe'er their hands 
are. 

Eno. But there is never a fair woman has a true face. 

Men, No slander ; they steal hearts. 

Eno, We came hither to fight with vou. 

Men. For my part, I am sorry it, is 'turned to a drink- 
ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his fortune. 

Eno. If he do, sure, he cannot weep't back again. 
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Men. You've said, sir. We looked not for Mark 
Antony here : pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ? 

Eno. Caesar's sister is called Octavia. 

Men, True, sir ; she was the wife of Caius Marcellus. 

Eno. But she is now the wife of Marcus Antonius. 

Men. Pray ye, sir ? 

Eno, 'Tistrue. 

Men, Then is Caesar and he for ever knit together, 

Eno. If I were bound to divine of this unity, I would 
not prophesy so. 

Men, I think the policy of that purpose made more in 
the marriage than the love of the parties. 

Eno. I think so too. But you shall find, the band that 
seems to tie their friendship together will be the very 
strangler of their amity : Octavia is of a holy, cold, and 
still conversation. 

Men. Who would not have his wife so ? 

Eno. Not he that himself is not ^o; which is Mark 
Antony. He will to his Egyptian dish again : then shall 
the sighs of Octavia blow the fire up in Caesar ; and, as I 
said before, that which is the strength of their amity shall 
prove the immediate author of their variance. Antony 
will use his affection where it is : he married but his oc- 
casion here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will you aboard ? 
I have a health for you. 

Eno, I shall take it, sir: we have used our throats in 
Egypt. 

Men. Come, let's away. XExeunt. 

Scene VII. On board Vouv^Y*^ gaiiey^ fytng near 

Mi'senum. 

Music, Enter two or three Servants, with a banquet. 

First Serv. Here they'll be, man. Sonie o' their plants 
are ill-rooted already ; the least wind i' the world will 
blow them down. 

Sec, Serv. Lepidus is high-colored. 

First Serv, They have made him drink alms-drink. 

Sec, Serv, As they pinch one another by the disposition, 
he cries out " No more ;" reconciles them to his entreaty, 
and himself to the drink. 
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First Serv, But it raises the greater war between him 
and his discretion. 

Sec. Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in great men's 
fellowship : I had as lief have a reed that wiD do me no 
service as a partisan I could not heave. 

First Serv, To be called into a huge sphere, and not 
to be seen to move in't, are the holes where -eyes should 
be, which pitifully disaster the cheeks. 

Sennet sounded. Enter CiESAR, ANTONY, Lepidus, 

POMPEY, AGRIPPA, MECiENAS, ENOBARBUS, 
Menas, with other Captains, 

Ant, [to Casar] Thus do they, sir : they take the fiow 

o* the Nile 
By certain scales i* the pyramid ; they know, 
By th* height, the lowness, or the mean, if dearth 
Or foison follow : the higher Nilus swells. 
The more it promises : as it ebbs, the seedsman 
Upon the slime and ooze scatters his grain. 
And shortly comes to harvest. 

Lep, You've strange serpents there. 

Ant, Ay, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your serpent of Egypt is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of your sun : so is your crocodile. 

Ant, They are so. 

Pom. Sit, — and some wjne I — A health to Lepidus ! 

Lep. I am not so well as I should be, but I'll ne'er out. 

Eno, Not till you have slept ; I fear me you'll be in till 
then. 

Lep, Nay, certainly, I have heard the Ptolemies' pyra- 
mises are very goodly things; without contradiction, I 
have heard that. 

Men, [aside to Pom.] Pompey, a word. 

Pom, [aside to Men,] Say in mine ear : what is't ? 

Men. [aside to Pom,] Forsake thy seat, I do beseech 

thee, captain. 
And hear me speak a word. 

Pom. [aside to Men,] Forbear me till anon.— 
This wine for Lepidus I 

Lep, What manner o' thing is your crocodile ? 

Ant, It is shaped, sir, like itselt ; and it is as broad as 
it hath breadth ; it is just so high as it is, and moves with 
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Its own organs : it lives by that which nourisheth it ; and 
the elements once out of it, it transmigrates. 

Lep. What color is it of ? 

Ant, Of its own color too. 

Lep. 'Tis a strange serpent. 

Ant, *Tis so. And the tears of it are wet 

Cas. Will this description satisfy him ? 

Ant. With the health that Pompey gives him, else he is 
a very epicure. 

Pom, \aside to Men,] Go hang, sir, hang I Tell me of 

that? away! 
Do as I bid yoiy — Where's this cup I call'd for? 

Men. [astde to Pom,] If for the sake of merit thou wilt 

hear me. 
Rise from thy stool. 

Pom, [aside to Men.] I think thou *rt mad. The matter? 

[Rises, and walks aside. 

Men. I've ever held my cap off to thy fortunes. 

Pom. Thou hast serv'd me with much faith. What's 
else to say ? — 
Be jolly, lords. 

Ant, These quicksands, Lepidus, 

Keep off them, or you sink. 

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world ? 

Pom, What say'st thou ? 

Men, Wilt thou be lord of the whole world ? That's 
twice. 

Pom, How should that be ? 

Men. But entertain it, 

And though thou think me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee all the world. 

Pom, Hast thou drunk well ? 

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup. 
Thou art, if thou dar'st be, the earthly Jove : 
Whate'er the ocean pales, or sky inclips. 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha't. 

Pom. Show me which way. 

Men, These three world-sharers, these competitor^ 
Are in thy vessel : let me cut the cable ; 
And, when we are put off, fall to their throats : 
All then is thine. 

Pom. Ah, this thou shouldst have done* 
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And not have spoken on't I In me 'tis villainy ; 
In thee't had been eood service. Thou must know, 
'Tis not my profit that does lead mine honor; 
Mine honor, it. Repent that e'er thy tongue 
Hath so betray 'd thine act : being done unknown, 
I should have found it afterwards well done ; 
But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink. 

Men, \aside\ For this, 
ril never follow thy pall'd fortunes more.— 
Who seeks; and will not take when once 'tis offer"d. 
Shall never find it more. 

Pom, This health to Lepidus ! 

Ant. Bear him ashore, — I'll pledge it for hiip, Pompey. 

Eno, Here's to thee, Menas ! 

Men, Enobarbus, welcome ! 

Pom, Fill till the cup be hid. 

Eno, There's a strong fellow, Menas. 

[Pointing to the Attendant who carries 
off Lepidus, 

Men, Why? 

Eno. *A bears the third part of the world, man ; sec*st 
not.> 

Men, The third part, then, is drunk : would it were 
all. 
That it might go on wheels ! 

Eno, Drink thou ; increase the reels. 

Men, Come. 

Pom, This is not yet an Alexandrian feast. 

Ant. It ripens towards it. — Strike the vessels, hoi--* 
Here is to Caesar I 

Cces, I could well forbear't. 

It's monstrous labor, when I wash my brain. 
And it grows fouler. 

Ant. Be a child o* the time. 

Cces, Possess it, I'll make answer : 
But I had rather fast from all four days 
Than drink so much in one. 

Eno. \to Antony] Ha, my brave emperor! 

Shall we dance now th' Egyptian Bacchanals, 
And celebrate our drink ? 

Pom. Let's ha't, good soldier. 

Aftt. Come, let's all take hands, 
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Till that the conquering wine hath steep'd our sense 
In soft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno. All take hands. — 

Make batterv to our ears with the loud music : — 
The while I'll place you : then the boy shall sing; 
The holding every man shall bear as loud 
As his strong sides can volley. 

[Music plays. Enbbarbus places them hand in hand. 

Song. 

Come, thou monarch of the vine» 
Plumpy Bacchus with pink eyne I 
In thy fats our cares be drown'd. 
With thy grapes our hairs be crown'd : 
Cup us till the world go round, 
Cup us till the world go round I 

CcBS. What would you more? — Pompey, good night- 
Good brother. 
Let me request you off : our graver business 
Frowns at this levity. — Gentle lords, let's part ; 
You see we've burnt our cheeks : strong Enobarb 
Is weaker than the wine ; and mine own tongue 
Splits what it speaks : the wild disguise hath almost 
Antick'd us all. What needs more words ? Good night.— 
Good Antony, your hand. 

Pom, V\\ try you on the shore. 

Ant, And shall, sir : give's your hand. 

Pom, O Antony, 

You have my father's house, — But, what? we're friends. 
Come, down into the boat. 

Eno, Take heed you fall not. 

[Exeunt all except Enobarbus and Menas. 
Menas, I'll not on shore. 

Men, No, to my cabin. — 

These drums I — these trumpets, flutes I what I — 
Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell 
To these great fellows : sound and be hang'd, sound out ! 

\A flourish, with drums. 

Eno, Hoo I says 'a. — There's my cap. 

Men, Hoo I — Noble captain, come. \Exeunt, 
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ACT III. 
Scene I. A plain in Syria. 

Enter Ventidius /« triumph, with SlLWS and other 

Romans, Officers, and Soldiers ; the dead body 

of Pacorus borne before him, 

Ven, Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck ; and now 
Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus Crassus' death 
Make me revenger. — Bear the king's son's body 
Before our army. — Thy Pacoras, Orodes, 
Pays this for Marcus Crassus. 

Sil, Noble Ventidius, 

Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is warm» 
The fugitive Parthians follow ; spur through Media* 
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither 
The routed fly : so thy grand captain Antony 
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Ven. O Silius, Silius, 

I've done enough : a lower place, note well. 
May make too great an act ; for learn this, Silius,— 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Acquire too high a fame when him we serve's away. 
Caesar and Antony have ever won 
More in their officer than person : Sossius, 
One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant. 
For quick accumulation of renown. 
Which he achiev'd by the minute, lost his favor. 
Who does i* the wars more than his captain can 
Becomes his captain's captain : and ambition. 
The soldier's virtue, rather makes choice of loss 
Than gain which darkens him. 
I could do more to do Antonius good. 
But 'twould offend him ; and in his offense 
Should my performance perish. 

5/7. Thou hast, Ventidius, that 

Without the which a soldier, and his sword. 
Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to Antony ? 

Ven, I'll humbly signify what in his name. 
That magical word of war, we have effected ; 
How» with his banners and his well-paid ranks, 
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The ne'er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia 
We have jaded out o' the field. 

5/7. Where is he now ? 

Ven, He purposeth to Athens : whither, with what 
haste 
The weight we must convey with's will permit. 
We shall appear before him. — On, there; pass along! 

\Exeunt^ 

Scene IL Rome. An ante-ckamber in CiESAR's house^ 
Enter Agrippa and Enobarbus, meeting* 

Agr, What, are the brothers parted ? 

Eno, They have dispatch'd with Pompey, he is gone ; 
The other three are sealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome ; Caesar is sad ; and Lepidus, 
Since Pompey 's feast, as Menas says, is troubled 
With the green sickness. 

Agr, Tis a noble Lepidus. 

Eno, A very fine one : O, how he loves Caesar I 

Agr, Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Antony t 

Eno, Caesar ? Why, he's the Jupiter of men. 

Agr, What's Antony ? The god of Jupiter. 

Eno, Spake you of Caesar ? How ! the nonpareil ! 

Agr, Of Antony ? O thou Arabian bird I 

Eno. Would you praise Caesar, say '• Caesar," — go no 
further. 

Agr. Indeed, he plied them both with excellent praises. 

Eno, But he loves Cassar best ; — yet he loves Antony : 
Hoo I hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, poets, cannot 
Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, — hoo I — 
His love to Antony. But as for Caesar, 
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 

Agr. Both he loves. 

Sw, They are his shards, and he their beetle. [ Trunu 
pets within?^ So, — 
This is to horse. — Adieu, noble Agrippa. 

Agr. Good fortune, worthy soldier ; and fareweU. 

Enter CiESAR, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavia. 

Ant, No further, sir. 

CcBs. You take from me a great part of myself; 
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Use me well in*t. — Sister, prove such a wife 

As my thoughts make thee, and as my furthest band 

Shall pass on thy approof. — Most noble Antony,, 

Let not the piece of virtue, which is set 

Betwixt us as the cement of our love 

To keep it builded, be the ram to batter 

The fortress of it ; for far better might we 

Have lov'd without this mean, if on both parts 

This be not cherish'd. 

Anf, Make me not offended 

In your distrust. 

Cas, I have said. 

Ant, You shall not find. 

Though you be therein curious, the least cause 
For what you seem to fear: so, the gods keep you. 
And make the hearts of Romans serve your ends t 
We will here part. 

Cas, Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee well : 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirits all of comfort ! fare thee well. 

Octa, My noble brother I — 

Ant* The April's in her eyes : it is love's spring. 
And these the showers to bring it on. — Be cheerful. 

Octa, Sir, look well to my husband's house ; and — 

Cas. What, 

Octavia ? 

Octa. ril tell you in your ear. 

Anf. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue, — the swan's down-feather. 
That stands upon the swell at full of tide. 
And neither way inclines. 

Eno. [aside to Agr\ Will Caesar weep ? 

Aj^r. [aside to Eno^ He has a cloud in's face. 

^0. [aside to Agr^ He were the worse for that were 

he a horse ; 
So is he beine^ a man. 

Agr, [aside to Eno,] Why, Enobarbus, 
When Antony found Julius Caesar dead, 
He cried almost to roaring ; and he wept 
When at Philippi he found Brutus slain, 

Eno. [aside to Agr,] That year, indeed, he was 

troubled with a rheum ; 
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What willingly he did confound he wail'd, 
Believe't, till I wept too. 

Cces, No, sweet Octavia, 

You shall hear from me still ; the time shall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

Anf. Come, sir, come ; 

111 wrestle you in my strength of love : 
Look, here I have you ; thus I let you go. 
And give you to the gods. 

Cas, Adieu ; be happy ! 

Lep, Let all the number of the stars give light - 
To thy fair way I 

C{Bs. Farewell, farewell ! [Kisses Octavicu 

Ant, Farewell ! 

[ Trumpets sound wthin. Exeunt;, 

Scene IIL Alexandria, A room in Cleopatra's /^/iti^^ 

Enter Ci,^ovATKK, Charmian, Iras, ^?«t/ Alex as, 

Cleo, Where is the fellow ? 

Alex. Half afeard to come. 

Cleo. Go to, go to. 

Enter the Messenger. 

Come hither, sir. 

Alex. Good majesty, 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you 
But when you are well pleas'd. 

Cleo, That Herod's head 

ril have : but how, when Antony is gone 
Through whom I might command it ? — Come thou near» 

Mess, Most gracious majesty, — 

Cleo, Didst thou behold 

Octavia ? 

Mess, Ay, dread queen, 

Cleo, Where ? 

Mess, Madam, in Rome ; 

I look'd her in the face, and saw h^r led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 

Cleo, Is she as tall as me ? 

Mess, She is not, madam. 

Cleo, Didst hear hei speak ? is she shrill-tongu'dor Iaw^ 

451 VL 183. 



4.ctUI,\ ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, \Scetu IIL 

Mess. Madam, I heard her speak ; she is low-voic*d. 

Cleo, That's not so good : — he cannot like her long. 

Char, Like her ! O Isis ! 'tis impossible. 

Cleo, I think so, Charmian ; dull of tongue, and dwarf« 
ish! — 
What majesty is in her gait ? Remember, 
If e'er thou look'dst on majesty. 

Mess, She creeps,— 

Her motion and her station are as one ; 
She shows a body rather than a life, 
A statue than a breather. 

Cleo. Is this certain ? 

Miss. Or I have no observance. 

Char, Three in Egypt 

Cannot make better note. 

Cleo, He's very knowing ; 

J do perceive't : — there's nothing in her yet :— 
The fellow has good judgment. 

Char. Excellent. 

Cleo, Guess at her years, I prithee. 

Mess. Madam, 

She was a widow, — 

Cleo, Widow I — Charmian, hark. 

Mess, And I do think she's thirty. 

Cleo, Bear'st thou her face in mind? is't long or 
round ? 

Mess, Round even to faultiness. 

Cleo, For the most part, too, they're foolish that ans 
so.^ 
Her hair, what color ? 

Mess, Brown, madam : and her forehead 
As low as she would wish it. 

Cleo, There's gold for thee. 

Thou must not take my former sharpness ill : — 
J will employ thee back again ; I find thee 
Most fit for business : go make thee ready ; 
Our letters are prepar'd. \Extt Messenger . 

Char. A proper man. 

Cleo, Indeed, he is so : I repent me much 
That so I harried him. Why, methinks, by him, 
This creature's no such thing. 

Char, Nothing, madant 
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Cleo, The man hath seen some majesty, and should 

know. 
Char, Hath he seen majesty? Isis else defend. 
And serving you so long 1 

Cleo, I've one thing more to ask him yet, good Char* 
mian : 
But 'tis no matter ; thou shalt bring him to me 
Where I will write. All may be well enough. 

Char, I warrant you, maaam. [Exeuni^ 

Scene IV. Athens. A room in Antony's hotist. 
Enter Antony and Octavia. 

Ant, Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that, — 
That were excusable, that, and thousands more 
Of semblable import, — but he hath wag'd 
New wars 'gainst Pompey ; made his will, and read it 
To public ear : 

Spoke scantly of me : when perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of honor, cold and sickly 
He vented them ; most narrow measure lent me : 
When the best hint was given him, he not took't» 
Or did it from his teeth. 

Octa, O, my good lord. 

Believe not all ; or, if you must believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady. 
If this division chance, ne'er stood between, 
Praying for both parts : 
Sure, the good gods will mock me presently. 
When I shall pray, " O, bless my lord and husband ! ** 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 
" O, bless my brother ! ' Husband win, win brothei« 
Prays, and destroys the prayer ; no midway 
'Twixt these extremes at all. 

Ant, Gentle Octavia, 

Let your best love draw to that point, which seeks 
Best to preserve it : if I lose mine honor, 
I lose myself : better I were not yours 
Than yours so branchless. But, as you requested. 
Yourself shall go between *s : the mean time, lady. 
I'll raise the preparation of a war 
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Shall stay your brother : make your soonest haste ; 
So your desires are yours. 

Oct a. Thanks to my lord. 

The Jove of power make me most weak, most weak, 
Tour reconciler I Wars 'twixt you twain would be 
As if the world should cleave, and that slain men 
■Should solder up the rift. 

Ant, When it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your displeasure that way ; for our faults 
•Can never be so equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going ; 
Choose your own company, and command what cost 
Your heart has mind to. [Exeunt^ 

Scene V. The same. Another room in the same. 
Enter Enobarbus and Eros, meeting. 

Eno, How now, friend Eros I 

Eros. There's strange news come, sir. 

Eno. What, man ? 

Eros, Caesar and Lepidus have made wars upon Pompey. 

Eno, This is old : what is the success ? 

Eros, Csesar, having made use of him in the wars 
*gainst Pompey, presently denied him rivality ; would not 
let him partake in the glory of the action : and not resting 
here, accuses him of letters he had formerly wrote to Pom- 
pey ; upon his own appeal, seizes him : so the ;y)or third 
IS up, till death enlarge his confine. 

Eno, Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps, no more ; 
And throw between them all the food thou hast. 
They'll grind the one the other. Where's Antony ? 

Eros, He's walking in the garden — thus ; ana spurns 
The rush that lies before him ; cries " Fool Lepidus I " 
And threats the throat of that his officer 
That murder'd Pompey. 

Eno, Our great navy's rigg'd, 

Eros, For Italy and Caesar. More, Domitius ; 
My lord desires you presently : my news 
I might have told hereafter. 

Eno, 'Twill be naught : 

But let It be. — Bring me to Antony, 

Eros. Come, sir. [Exeunt. 
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Scene VI. Rome, A room in CiGSAR'S h&uu. 
Enter CiESAR, Agrippa, and MECiENAS. 

CcBs. Contemning Rome, he has done all this and more 
In Alexandria : here's the manner oft : — 
r the market-place, on a tribunal silver'd 
Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold 
Were publicly enthroned ; at the feet sat 
Caesarion, whom they call my father's son. 
And all th' unlawful issue that their lust 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the stablishment of Egypt ; made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 
Absolute queen. 

Mec. This in the public eye ? 

CcBs. V the common show-place, where they exercise; 
His sons he there proclaim'd the kings of kings ; 
Great Media, Partnia, and Armenia, 
He gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he assign 'd 
Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : she 
In the habiliments of the goddess Isis 
That day appeared ; and oft before gave audience* 
As 'tis reported, so. 

Mec, Let Rome be thus 

Inform'd. 

Agy, Who, queasy with his insolence 
Already, will their good thoughts call from him. 

CcBs, The people know it ; and have now recdv'd 
His accusations. 

Agr. Who does he accuse ? 

CcBs, Caesar ; and that, having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius spoil'd, we had not rated him 
His part o' th* isle : then does he say he lent me 
Some shipping unrestor'd : lastly, he frets 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
Should be depos'd ; and, being, that we detain 
All his revenue. 

Agr, Sir, this should be answer'd. 

Cces. *Tis done already, and the messenger gone. 
I've told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel ; 
That he his high authority abus'd, 
And did deserve his change: for what I've conquer'^ 
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I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia, 
And other of his conquer'd kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Mec, He'll never yield to that. 

Cas. Nor must not, then, be yielded to in this. 

Enter Octavia with her Train, 

Ccta. Hail, Caesar, and my lord ! hail, most dear Caesar 1 
' Cces, That ever I should call thee castaway I 

Octa, You have not call'd me so, nor have you cause. 

CcBs, Why have you stol'n upon us thus ? You come not 
Like Caesar's sister : the wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an usher, ancf 
The neighs of horse to tell of her approach 
Long ere she did appear; the trees by the way 
Should have borne men ; and expectation fainted* 
.Longing for what it had not ; nay, the dust 
Should have ascended to the root of heaven, 
Rais'd by your populous troops : but you are come 
A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented 
Th' ostentation of our love, which, left unshown. 
Is often left unlov'd : we should have met you 
By sea and land ; supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Octa, Good my lord. 

To come thus was I not constrain'd, but did it 
On my free will. My lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that you prepar'd for war, acquainted 
My grieved ear withal ; whereon I begg'd 
His pardon for return. 

Cces. Which soon he granted. 

Being an obstruct 'tween his lust and him. 

Octa» Do not say so, my lord. 

Cces. I have eyes upon him, 

And his affairs come to me on the wind. 
Where is he now ? 

Octa, My lord, in Athens. 

Cces, No, my most wronged sister ; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire 
Up to a whore ; who now arc levying 
The kings o' th' earth for war : he hath assembled 
Bocchus, the king of Libya; Archelaus, 
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Of Cappadocia ; Philadelphos, king 

Of Paphlagonia ; the Thracian king, Adallas \ 

King Malchus of Arabia; King of Pont; 

Herod of Jewry ; Mithridates, king 

Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amyntas, 

The kings of Mede and Lycaonia, with a 

More larger list of scepters. 

Octa, Ay me, most wretched 

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends 
That do afflict each other ! 

Cas, Welcome hither : 

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth ; 
Till we perceivM both how you were wronc''d,- 
And we in negligent danger. Cheer vour neart j . 
Be you not troubled with the tim^ wmch drives 
O'er your content these strong necessities; ^ ■ *. . 
But let determined things to destiny ^ -. ^ 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome ; 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd 
Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods. 
To do you justice, make tnem ministers 
Of us and those that love you. Best of comfort ; 
And ever welcome to us. 

Agr. Welcome, lady. 

Mec* Welcome, dear madam. 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you : 
Only th* adulterous Antony, most large 
In his abominations, turns you off ; 
And gives his potent regiment to a trull. 
That noises it against us. 

Octa, Is it so, sir? 

Cces^ Most certain. Sister, welcome : pray you. 
Be ever known to patience : my dear'st sister 1 \ExgunK 

Scene VII. Antony's camp, near the promontory of 

Actium, 

Enter Cleopatra and Enobarbus. 

Cleo, I will be even with thee, doubt it not 
Eno. But why, why, why ? 
Cleo. Thou hast forspoke my being in these warSk 
And say'st it is not fit. 
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Eno. Well, is it. is it? 

Cleo. If not denounced ac^ainst us, why should not W8 
Be there in person? 

Eno, [aside] Well, I could reply : — 

If we should serve with horse and mares together* 
The horse were merely lost ; the mares would bear 
A soldier and his horse, 

Cieo. What is't you say ? 

Emo, Your presence ne«ds must puzzle Antony ; 
Take from his heart, take from his brain, from's time^ 
What should not then be spar'd. He is already 

?raduc'(] fof (evlty ; and *tis said in Rome 
hat FhiUinUi an eunuch and your maids 
Man^l^thj^ war* 

Cietf^ ()^nk Rome, and their tongues rot 

That MptA ^^st us ( A charge we bear i' the war* 
Aad, as iImt president of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a man. Speak not against it ; 
I will not stay behind. • 

Eno, Nay, I have done« 

Here comes the emperor. 

Enfer Antony and Canidhjs. 

An/. Is it not strange, Canidiua^ 

That from Tarentum and Brundusium 
He could so quickly cut th' Ionian sea. 
And take in Toryne ? — You have heard on't, sweet ? 

CleOn Celerity is never more admir'd 
Than by the negligent. 

Ant. A good rebuke. 

Which might have well becom'd the best of men. 
To taunt at slackness. — Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by sea. 

Cleo. By sea I what else ? 

Can. Why will my lord do so ? 

Ant. For that he dares us tot 

Eno. So hath my lord dar'd him to single fight. 

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharsalia, 
Where Csesar fought with Pompey : but these offers. 
Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes ofif; 
And so should you. 

Eno. Your ships are not well mann'd,— ' 
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Your mariners are muleters, reapers, people 
Ingross'd by swift impress ; in Caesar's fleet 
Are those that often have 'gainst Pompey fought : 
Their ships are yare ; yours, heavy : no disgrace 
Shall fall you for refusmg him at sea» 
Being prepared for land. 

Ant. By sea, by sea. 

£no. Most worthy, sir, you therein throw away 
The absolute soldiership you have by land ; 
Distract your army, which doth most consist 
Of war-mark*d footmen ; leave unexecuted 
Your own renownM knowledge ; quite forego 
The way which promises assurance ; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard. 
From firm security. 

Ant, I'll fight at sea. 

Cleo, I have sixty sails, Caesar none better. 

Ant, Our overplus of shipping will we bum ; 
And, with the rest full-mann'd, from th' head of Actiuni 
Beat the approaching Cassar. But if we fail, 
We then can do't at land. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thy business ? 

Mess, The news is true, my lord ; he is descried ; 
Caesar has taken Toryne. 

Ant, Can he be there in person ? 'tis impossible ; 
Strange that his power should be. — Canidius, 
Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land, 
And our twelve thousand horse. — We 11 to our ship : 
Away, my Thetis I 

Enter a Soldier. 

How now, worthy soldier I 
Sold, O noble emperor, do not fight by sea ; 
Trust not to rotten planks : do you misdoubt 
This sword and these my wounds ? Let the Egyptians 
And the Phoenicians go a-ducking : we 
Have us'd to conquer, standing on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foot. 
Ant, Well, well : — away ! 

[Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra, ana Enobarbus^ 
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Sold, By Hercules, I think I am i* the right. 

Can, Soldier, thou art : but his whole action grows 
Not in the power on't : so our leader's led. 
And we are women's men. 

Sold, You keep by land 

The legions and the horse whole, do you not ? 

Can, Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justeius, 
Publicola, and Cselius, are for sea : 
But we keep whole by land. This speed of Cassar's 
Carries beyond belief. 

Sold, While he was yet in Rome» 

His power went out in such distractions as 
Beguil'd all spies. 

Can, Who's his lieutenant, hear you ? 

Sold. They say, one Taurus. 

Can. Well I know the man. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess. The emperor calls Canidius. 
Can, With news the time's with labor, and throes fortb 
Each minute some. \ExeunL 

Scene VHI. A plain near Actium. 
Enter CiESAR, TAURUS, Officers, and others. 

CcBs. Taurus, — 

Taur, My lord ? 

Cces, Strike not by land ; keep whole : provoke not 
battle, 
Till we have done at sea. Do not exceed 
The prescript of this scroll : our fortune lies 
Upon this jump. \ExeunK 

Scene IX. Another part of the plain. 

Enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Set we our squadrons on yond side o* th' hill. 
In eye of Caesar's battle ; from which place 
We may the number of the ships behold. 
And so proceed accordingly. \Exeuni% 
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SCEN E X. Another part of the plain. 
Enter Canidius, marching with his land army on$ 



way : and TAURUS, the lieutenant of CiESAR. 

with his army, the other way. After their 

g^ing in, is heard the noise of a sea-Jight. 

Alarum. Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno, Naught, naught* all naught ! I can behold DO 
longer : 
Th' Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral. 
With all their sixty, fly and turn the rudder : 
To see't mine eyes arc blasted. 

Enter Scarus. 

Scar, Gods and godd 

All the whole synod of them I 

Eno. What's thy passion ? 

Scar, The greater cantle of the world is lost 
With very ignorance ; we have kiss'd away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

Eno, How appears the fight > 

Scar, On our side like the token 'd pestilence. 
Where death is sure. Yon ribaudred nag of Egypi 
Whom leprosy o'ertake I — i' the midst o' the nght» 
When vantage like a pair of twins appeared, 
Both as the same, or rather ours the elder,— 
The breese upon her, like a cow in June, — 
Hoists sails and flies. 

Eno, That I beheld : 
Mine eyes did sicken at the sight, and could not 
Endure a further view. 

Scar, She once being loof'd* 

The noble ruin of her mag^c, Antony, 
Claps on his sea-wing, and, like a doting mallard^ 
Leaving the fight in height, flies after her : 
I never saw an action of such shame ; 
Experience, manhood, honor, ne'er before 
Did violate so itself. 

EnOm Alack, alack 1 

Enter Canidius. 
Can, Our fortune on the sea is out of breads 
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And sinks most lamentably. Had our general 
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well : 
O, he has given example for our flight 
Most grossly by his own ! 

Eno, Ay, are you thereabouts ? 

Why, then, good night indeed. 

Can, Toward Peloponnesus are they fled. 

Scar, 'Tis easy to't ; and there I will attend 
What further comes. 

Can, To Caesar will I render 

My legions and my horse : six kings already 
Show me the way of yielding. 

Eno, V\\ yet follow 

The wounded chance of Antony, though my reason 
Sits in the wind against me. [Exeunt^ 

Scene XI. Alexandria. A room in Cleopatka*s pa/ace. 
Enter Antony and Attendants. 

Ant, Hark \ the land bids me tread no more upon't,— « 
It is sham'd to bear me ! — Friends, come hither : 
I am so lated in the world that I 
Have lost my way for ever : — I've a ship 
Laden with gold ; take that, divide it ; ny. 
And make your peace with Caesar. 

All, Fly ! not we. 

Ant, IVe fled myself ; and have instructed cowards 
To run and show their shoulders. — Friends, begone; 
I have myself resolv'd upon a course 
Which has no need of you ; be gone : 
My treasure's in the harbor, take it. — O, 
I tollow'd that I blush to look upon : 
My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
Reprove the brown for rashness, and they them 
For fear and doting. — Friends, be gone : you shal! 
Have letters from me to some friends that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not sad. 
Nor make replies of loathness : take the hint 
Which my despair proclaims ; let that be left 
Which leaves itself : to the sea-side straightway : 
I will possess you of that ship and treasure. 
Leave me, I pray, a little : pray you now : — 
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Nay, do so ; for, indeed, IVe lost command. 

Therefore I pray you ; — 1*11 see you by and by. [Sits dawn. 

Enter CLEOPATRA led by Charmian and iRAS ; £r08 

following^ 

Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him, — comfort hinu 

Iras. Do, most dear queen. 

Char. Do ! why, what else ? 

Cleo. Let me sit down. O Juno I 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros^ See you here, sir ? 

Ant. O fie, fie, fie I 

Char. Madam, — 

Iras, Madam, O good empress,— 

Eros, Sir, sir, — 

Ant. Yes, my lord, yes ; — he at Philippi kept 
His sword e'en like a dancer ; while I struck 
The lean and wrinkled Cassius ; and 'twas I 
That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice had 
In the brave squares of war : yet now — No matter* 

Cleo. Ah, stand by. 

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen. 

Iras. Go to him, madam, speak to him : 
He is unqualitied with very shame. 

Cleo. Well then, — sustain me : — O ! 

Eros. Most noble sir, arise ; the queen approaches : 
Her head's declin'd, and death will seize her, but 
Your comfort makes the rescue. 

Ant. I have offended reputation,— 
A most unnoble swerving. 

Eros. Sir, the queen. 

Ant. O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt? See, 
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes 
By looking back what I have left behind 
Stroy'd in dishonor. 

Cleo. O my lord, my lord. 

Forgive my fearful sails ! I little thought 
You would have follow'd. 

Ant. Eg^pt, thou knew'st too well 

My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings, 
And thou shouldst tow me after : o'er my spirif 
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Thy full supremacy thou knew'st, and that 
Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo, 0, my pardon ! 

Ant, Now I must 

To the young man send humble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the shifts of lowness ; who 
With half the bulk o* the world play'd as I pleas'd. 
Making and marring fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my conqueror ; and that 
My sword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all cause. 

Cleo^ Pardon, pardon I 

Ant, Fall not a tear, I say ; one of them rates 
All that is won and lost : give me a kiss ; 
Even this repays me. — We sent our schoolmaster ; 
Is he come back ?^ Love, I am full of lead. — 
Some wine, within there, and our viands I — Fortune 

knows 
We scorn her most when most she offers blows. \Exeuntm 

Scene XII. CiESAR's camp in Egypt, 
Enter CiESAR, DOLABELLA, Thyreus, and others. 

CcBs. Let him appear that's come from Antony.— 
Know you him ? 

DoL Caesar, 'tis his schoolmaster : 

An argument that he is pluck'd, when hither 
He sends so poor a {^nion of his wing, 
Which had superfluous kings for messengers 
Not many moons gone by. 

Enter Euphronius. 

Cces* Approach, and speak. 

Euph, Such as I am, I come from Antony : 
I was of late as petty to his ends 
As is the mom-aew on the myrtle-leaf 
To his grand sea. 

Cces, Be't so : — declare thine office. 

Euphn Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and 
Reauires to live in Eg^ypt : which not granted. 
He lesseoft his requests ; and to thee sues 
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To let him breathe between the heavens and earth, 
A private man in Athens : this for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness ; 
Submits her to thy might ; and of thee craves 
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy grace. 

CcBs, For Antony, 

I have no ears to his request. The queen 
Of audience nor desire shall fail, so she 
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend. 
Or take his life there : this if she perform. 
She shall not sue unheard. So to them both, 

Euph, Fortune pursue thee I 

CcBS, Bring him through the bandSb 

\Exit Euphronius, 
[ To Thyreus] To try thy eloquence, now 'tis time : dis* 

patch ; 
From Antony win Cleopatra : promise, 
And in our name, what she requires : add more. 
From thine invention, offers : women are not 
In their best fortunes strong ; but want will perjure 
The ne'er-touch'd vestal : try thy cunning, Thyreus » 
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we 
Will answer as a law. 

Thyr, Caesar, I go. 

Ciss, Observe how Antony becomes his flaw^ 
And what thou think'st his very action speaks 
In every power that moves. 

Thyr. Caesar, I shall. [ExeunK 

Scene XIII. Alexandria, A room in Cleopatra's 

palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, ^^^/Iras, 

Cleo, What shall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Eno, Think, and die* 

Cleo, Is Antony or we in fault for this ? 

Eno, Antony only, that would make his will 
Lord of his reason. What though you fled 
From that great face of war, whose several ranges 
Frighted each other } why should he follow ? 
The itch of his affection should not then 
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Have nick'd his captainship ; at such a pointt 
When half to half the world oppos'd, he being 
The mer^d question : 'twas a shame no less 
Than was his loss, to course your flying flags. 
And leave his navy gazing. 

Cleo. Prithee, peace. 

Enf/fr Antony w/M Euphronius. 

An^. Is that his answer ? 

Euph. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. The queen shall, then, have courtesy, so she 
Will yield us up. 

Euph. He says so. 

Ant, Let her know*t.— 

To the boy Caesar send this grizzled head. 
And he will fill thy wishes to the brim 
With principalities. 

Cleo, That head, my lord ? 

Ant, To him again : tell him he wears the rose 
Of youth upon him ; from which the world should note 
Something particular : his coin, ships, legions. 
May be a coward's ; whose ministers would prevail 
Under the service of a child as soon 
As i' the command of Caesar : I dare him therefore 
To lay his gay comparisons apart. 
And answer me declined, sword against sword. 
Ourselves alone* TU write it : follow me. 

[Exeunt Antony and Euphronius^ 

Eno, \aside\ Yes, like enough, high-battled Caesar wiU 
Unstate nis happiness, and be stage'd to the show. 
Against a sworder \ I see men's judgments are 
A parcel of their fortunes ; and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them, 
To suffer all alike. That he should dream. 
Knowing all measures, the full Caesar will 
Answer nis emptiness I — Caesar, thou hast subduV) 
His judgment too. 

Enter an Attendant. 

Att. A messenger from Caesar. 

Cleo. What, ho more ceremony ? — See, my women I— 
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Against the blown rose may they stop their nose 
That kneerd unto the buds. — Admit him, sir. 

\Extt Attendant 
Eno, [aside] Mine honesty and I begin to squaiie. 
The loyalty well held to fools does make 
Our faith mere folly : yet he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fall'n lord 
Does conquer him that did his master conquer^ 
And earns a place i' the story. 

Enter Thyreus, 

Cleo, Caesar's will ? 

Thyr, Hear it apart. 

Cleo, None but friends : say boldly 

Tkyr, So, haply, are they 'rien^ls to Antony. 

Eno, He needs as many, sir, ~s Caesar has ; 
Or needs not us. If Caesar please, our master 
Will leap to he his friend : for us, you know 
Whose he is we are, and that's Caesar's. 

Thyr. So.— 

Thus then,.thou most renown 'd : Caesar entreats. 
Not to consider in what case thou stand'st, 
Further than he is Caesar. 

Cleo, Go on : right royaL 

Thyr, He knows that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear'd him. 

Cleo, O ! 

Thyr, The scars upon your honor, therefore, he 
Does pity, as constrained blemishes. 
Not as deserved. 

Cleo, He's a god, and knows 

What is most right : mine honor was not yielded. 
But conquer'd merely. 

Eno, [aside] To be sure of that, 

I will ask Antony. — Sir, sir, thou art so leaky, 
That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for 
Thy dearest quit thee. [ExU, 

Thyr, Shall I say to Caesar 

What you require of him ? for he partly begs 
To be desir'cl to give. It much would please him. 
That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upop * but it would warm his spirits, 
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To hear from me you had left Antony; 
And put yourself under his shrowd. 
The universal landlord. 

Cleo, What's your name ? 

Thyr* My name is Thyreus. 

Cleo, Most kind messenger. 

Say to great Caesar this : — in deputation 
I kiss his conquering hand : tell him, I'm prompt 
To lay my crown at's feet, and there to kneel : 
Tell him, from his all-K)beying breath I hear 
The doom of Egypt. 

Thyr, Tis your noblest course. 

Wisdom and fortune combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can. 
No chance may shake it. Give me g^ace to lay 
My duty on your hand. 

Cleo, ' Your Caesar's father oft* 

When he hath mus'd of taking kingdoms in, 
Bestow'd his lips on that unworthy place. 
As it rain'd kisses. 

Re-enter Antony ^w^/Enobarbusl 

Ant, Favors; by Jove that thunders ! — 

What art thou, fellow ^ 

Thyr, One that but performs 

The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest 
To have command obey'd. 

Eno. [aside] You will be whipp'd. 

Ant, Approach, there I — Ay, you kite I — Now, godi 
and devils I 
Authority melts from me : of late, when I cried " Ho I ** 
Like boys unto a muss, kings would start forth, 
And cry " Your will ? " — Have you no ears ? I am 
Antony yet 

Enter Attendants. 

Take hence this Jack, and whip him, 
Eno. [aside'] Tis better playing with a lion's whelp 
Than with an old one dying. 

Ant, Moon and stars ! — 

Whip him. — Were't twenty of the greatest tributaries 
That do acknowledge Caesar, should I find them 
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So saucy with the hand of she here, — what's her name. 
Since she was Cleopatra ? — Whip him, fellows, 
Till, like a boy, you see him cringe his face, 
And whine aloud for mercy : take him hence. 

Thyr. Mark Antony, — 

Ant. Tug him away : being whipp'ci 

Bring him again : — this Jack of Caesar's shall 
Bear us an errand to him. 

[Exeunt Attendants wttk Thyreu% 
You were half blasted ere I knew you : — ha I 
Have I my pillow left unpress'd in Rome, 
Forborne the getting of a lawful race, 
And by a gem of women, to be abus'd 
By one that looks on feeders ? 

Cleo, Good my lord,— 

Ant, You have been a boggier ever : — 
But when we in our viciousness grow hard, — 
O misery on't ! — the wise gods seel our eyes; 
In our own filth drop our clear judgments ; make M% 
Adore our errors ; laugh at's, while we strut 
To our confusion. 

Cleo, O, is't come to this ? 

Ant, I found you as a morsel cold upon 
Dead Caesar's trencher ; nay, you were a fragment 
Of Cneius Pompey's ; besides what hotter hours. 
Unregistered in vulgar fame, you have 
Luxuriously pick'd out : for, I am sure, 
Though you can guess what temperance should bc^ 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo, Wherefore is this ? 

Ant, To let a fellow that will take rewards, 
And say " God quit you I " be familiar with 
My playfellow, your hand ; this kingly seal 
And plighter of high hearts ! — O, that I were 
Upon the hill of Basan, to outroar 
The horndd herd ! for I have savage cause ; 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter'd neck which does the hangman thank 
For being yare about him. 

Re-enter Attendants with THYREUSi 

Is he whipp'd? 

AJtC. flj^l VI. SOI. 



dcilll.l ANTONl AND CLEOPATRA. IScensJCm. 

First Att, Soundly, my lord. 

Ant, Cried he ? and begg'd he pardon ? 

First Att, He did ask favor. 

Ant, If that thy father live, let him repent 
Thou wast not made his daughter ; and be thou sorry 
To follow Caesar in his triumph, since 
Thou hast been whipp'd for following him ; henceforth 
The white hand of a lady fever thee, 
Shake thou to look on't. — Get thee back to Caesar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : look thou say 
He makes me angry with him ; for he seems 
Proud and disdainful, harping on what I am. 
Not what he knew I was : he makes me angry; 
And at this time most easy *tis to do't, 
When my good stars, that were my former guides. 
Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 
Into th' abysm of hell. If he mislike 
My speech and what is done, tell him he has 
Hipparchus, my enfranch^d bondman, whom 
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture, 
As he shall like, to quit me : urge it thou : 
Hence with thy stripes, begone ! [Exit Thyreus. 

Cleo, Have you done yet } 

Ant, Alack, our terrene moon 

Is now eclips'd ; and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony 1 

Cleo, I must stay his time. 

Ant, To flatter Caesar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that ties his points ? 

Cleo, Not know me yet ? 

Ant, Cold-hearted toward me ? 

Cleo, Ah, dear, if I be so^ 

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail. 
And poison it in the source ; and the first stone 
Drop in my neck : as it determines, so 
Dissolve my life ! The next Caesarion smite ! 
Till by degrees, the memory of my womb. 
Together with my brave Egyptians all. 
By the discandying of this pelleted storm. 
Lie graveless, — till the flies and g^ats of Nile 
Have buried them for prey I 
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Ant. I'm satisfied. 

Cxsar sits down in Alexandria ; where 
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land 
Hath nooly held ; our sevcr'd navy too 
Have knit again, and fleet, threatening most sea-like. 
Where hast thou been, my heart? — Dost thou hcar» 

lady? 
If from the field I shall return once more 
To kiss these lips, I will appear in blood ; 
I and my sword will earn our chronicle : 
There's hope in't yet 

Cleo, That's my brave lord ! 

Ant. I will be treble-sinew'd, hearted, breathed* 
And fight maliciously : for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ransom lives 
Of me for jests ; but now I'll set my teeth. 
And send to darkness all that stop me. — Come» 
Let's have one other gaudy night : call to me 
All my sad captains, nil our bowls ; once more 
Let's mock the midnight bell. 

Cleo, It is my birth-day : 

I had thought t' have held it poor ; but, since my lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 

Ant. We will yet do well. 

Cleo, Call all his noble captains to my lord. 

Ant. Do so, we'll speak to them ; and to-night lit 
force 
The wine peep through their scars. — Come on, my 

queen ; 
There's sap in't yet. The next time I do fight, 
I'll make death love me ; for I will contend 
Even with his pestilent scythe. 

[Exeunt all except Enobarhus^ 

Eno, Now he'll outstare the lightning. 1*0 be furious. 
Is to be frighted out of fear ; and in that mood 
The dove will peck the estridge ; and I see still, 
A diminution in our captain's brain 
Restores his heart : when valor preys on reason. 
It eats the sword it fights with. I will seek 
Some way to leave him. [Ex£i% 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. CiGSAR's camp at Alexandria. 

Enter CiESAR, reading a letter ; Agrippa, MECiENAS, 

and others, 

Cces, He calls me boy ; and chides, as he had power 
To beat me out of Egypt ; my messenger 
He hath whipp'd with rods ; dares me to personal combat 
Caesar to Antony : — let the old ruffian know 
I have many other ways to die ; meantime 
Laugh at his challenge. 

Mec, Caesar must think, 

When one so great begins to rage, he's hunted 
lEven to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his distraction : — never anger 
Made good guard for itself. 

Cces, Let our best heads 

Xnow, that to-morrow the last of many battles 
We mean to fight: — within our files there are. 
Of those that serv'd Mark Antony but late. 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done : 
And feast the army ; we have store to do*t, 
And they have eam'd the waste. Poor Antony 1 [Exeunit 

5CENE n. Alexandria, A roominQl^E.O'PATKX^Spalace^ 

Enter ANTONY, Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, 

Iras, A lex as, and others. 

Ant, He will not fight with me, Domitius. 

Eno, No. 

Ant, Why should he not? 

Eno, He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune. 
He's twenty men to one. 

Ant, To-morrow, soldier. 

By sea and land I'll fight : or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honor in the blood 
'Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well ? 

Eno, I'll strike, and cry " Take all." 

Ant, Well said ; come oh.— 

Call forth my household servants : let's to-night 
Be bounteous at our meal. 
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Enter Servants. 

Give me thy hand. 
Thou hast been rightly honest ; — so hast thou ; — 
And thou, — and thou, — and thou : — you've serv'd me 

well, 
And kings have been your fellows. 

Cleo, [aside to Eno.] What means this ? 

Eno, [aside to Cteo.] 'Tis one of those odd tricks which 

sorrow shoots 
Out of the mind. 

Ant. And thou art honest too. 

I wish I could be made so many men. 
And all of you clapp'd up together in 
An Antony, that I might do you service 
So good as you have done. 

Servants, The gods forbid ! 

Ant, Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-night • 
Scant not my cups ; and make as much of me. 
As when mine empire was your fellow too. 
And suffered my command. 

C/eo. [aside to Eno.] What does he mean ? 

Eno, [aside to Cleo.] To make his followers weep. 

Ant. Tend me to*mgnt; 

May be it is the period of your duty : . 
Haply you shall not see me more ; or if, 
A mangled shadow : perchance to-morrow 
You'll ser\T another master. I look on you 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friendly 
I turn you not away ; but, like a master 
Married to your good service, stay till death : 
Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more. 
And the gods yield you for't I 

Eno. What mean you, sir. 

To give them this discomfort ? Look, they weep 
And I, an ass, am onion-ey*d : for shame. 
Transform us not to women. 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho ! 

Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus ! 
Grace grow where those drops fall ! My hearty filend^ 
You take me in too dolorous a sense ; 
For I spake to you for your comfort, — did desire you 
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To bum this night with torches : know, my hearts, 

I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you 

Where rather I'll expect victorious life 

Than death and honor. Let's to supper, come. 

And drown consideration. \Exeunt, 

Scene III. The same, Bef or eQL£jQVKlViK*% palace. 

Enter two Soldiers to their guard. 

First Sold, Brother, good night : to-morrow is the day. 
Sec, Sold, It will determine one way : fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing strange about the streets ? 
First Sold, Nothing. What news ? 
Sec, Sold, Belike 'tis but a rumor. Good night to you. 
First Sold, Well, sir, good night. 

Enter two other Soldiers. 

Sec, Sold, Soldiers, have careful watch. 

Third Sold, And you. Good night, good night. 

[ The first and second go to their posts» 

Fourth Sold, Here we : [the third and fourth go t& 

their post5\ and if to-morrow 
Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope 
Our landmen will stand up. 

Third Sold, 'Tis a brave army, 

And full of purpose. \Music as of hautboys undergrounds 

Fourth Sola, Peace I what noise ? 

First Sold, List, list 1 

Sec, Sold, Hark ! 

First Sold, Music i' the air. 

Third Sold, Under the earth. 

Fourth Sold, It signs well, does it not } 

Third Sold. No. 

First Sold, Peace, I say! 

What should this mean ? 

Sec, Sold. 'Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony lov'd, 
Now leaves him. 

First Sold, Walk ; let's see if other watchmen 
Do hear what we do ? [ They advance to another post. 

Sec. Sold, How now, masters I 

Soldiers, {speaking together^ How now I 

How now ! do you hear this ? 
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First Sold, Ay ; is't not strange ? 

Third Sold, Do you hear, masters ? do you hear ? 
First Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have quarter i 
Let's see how't will off. 

Soldiers, \speaking together\ Content. *Tis strange. 

{Exeunt. 

Scene IV. The same, A room in Cleopatra's palace. 

Enter Antony and Cleofatra, Charmian, Iras, and 

others attending. 

Ant, Eros ! mine armor, Eros I 

Cleo, Sleep a little. 

Ant, No, my chuck. — Eros, come ; mine armor, Eros ! 

Enter Eros with armor. 

Come, my good fellow, put mine iron on : — 
If fortune be not ours to-day, it is 
Because we brave her : — come. 

Cleo. Nay, Til help too. 

What's this for ? 

Ant, Ah, let be, let be ! thou art 

The armorer of my heart : — false, false; this, this. 

Cleo, Sooth, la, I'll help : thus it must be. 

Ant. Well, well ; 

We shall thrive now. — Seest thou, my good fellow ? 
Go put on thy defenses. 

Eros, Briefly, sir. 

Cleo, Is not this buckled well ? 

Ant, Rarely, rarely s 

He that unbuckles this, till we do please 
To daff't for our repose, shall hear a storm. — 
Thou fumblest, Eros ; and my queen's a squire 
More tight at this than thou : dispatch. — O love. 
That thou couldst see mv wars to-day, and knew'st 
The royal occupation ! tnou shouldst see 
A workman in't. 

Enter a Captain, armed. 

Good morrow to thee ; welcome : 
Thou look'st like him that knows a warlike chai^ : 
To business that we love we rise betime. 
And go to't with delight. 
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Capt, A thousand, sir. 

Early though 't be, have on their riveted trim. 
And at the port expect you. 

\Shout and flourish of trumpets withiiu 

Enter other Captains and Soldiers, 

Sec. Capt, The morn is fair. — Good morrow, generaL 

AIL Good morrow, general. 

Ant. 'Tis well blown, lads : 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. — 
So, so ; come, give me that : this way ; well said. — 
Fare thee well, dame, whateer becomes of me : 
This is a soldier's kiss : rebukable, {Kisses her. 

And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mechanic compliment; I'll leave thee 
Now, like a man of steel. — You that will fight. 
Follow me close ; I'll bring you to't. — Adieu. 

[Exeunt Antony, Eros, Captains, and Soldiers. 

Char, Please you, retire to your chamber. 

Cleo, Lead me. 

He goes forth gallantly. That he and Caeear nxight 
Determine this great war in single fight I 
Then, Antony, — but now — Well, on, [Exeunt, 

Scene V. Antony's camp near Alexandria, 

Trumpets sound within. Enter Antony and Eros ; a 

Soldier meeting them. 

Sold, The gods make this a happy day to Antony ! 

Ant, Would thou and those thy scars had once 
prevail'd 
To make me fight at land I 

Sold, Hadst thou done so. 

The kings that have revolted, and the soldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have still 
Follow'd thy heels. 

Attt, Who's gone this morning ? 

Sold. Who I 

One ever near thee : call for Enobarbus, 
He shall not hear thee ; or from Cesar's camp 
Say " I am none of thine." 
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Ant, What say'st thou ? 

Sold. Sir, 

He is with Caesar, 

Eros, Sir, his chests and treasure 

He has not with him. 

Ant, Is he gone ? 

Sold, Most certain. 

Ant, Go. Eros, send his treasure after ; do it ; 
Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him — 
I will subscribe — gentle adieus and greetings ; 
Say that I wish he never find more cause 
To change a master. — O, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honest inen ! — Dispatch. — Enobarbus ! 

\Exeunt* 

Scene VI. Caesar's camp before Alexandria. 

Flourish. Enter QMSXKivith Agrippa, Enobarbus, 

and others. 

CcBS. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight : 
Our will is Antony be took alive ; 
Make it so known. 

Agr, Caesar, I shall. [Exit. 

Cces, The time of universal peace is near : 
Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook'd world 
Shall bear the olive freely. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Antony 

Is come into the field. 

CcBs. Go charge Agrippa 

Plant those that have revolted in the van. 
That Antony may seem to spend his fury 
Upon himself. [Exeunt all except Enobarbus^ 

Eno, Alexas did revolt ; and went to Jewry on 
Affairs of Antony ; there did persuade 
Great Herod to incline himself to Cassar, 
And leave his master Antony : for this pains 
Cassar hath hang'd him. Canidius, and the rest 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honorable trust. I have done ill ; 
Of which I do accuse myself so sorely. 
That I will joy no more. 
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Enter a Soldier of CiESAR'S. 

Sold, Enobarbus, Antony 

Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with 
His bounty overplus : the messenger 
Came on my guard ; and at thy tent is now 
Unloading of his mules. 

Eno. I give it you. 

Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus. 
I tell you true : best you saf'd the bringer 
Out of the host ; I must attend mine office. 
Or would have done't myself. Vour emperor 
Continues still a Jove. [Extt. 

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth, 
And feel I am so most. O Antony, 
Thou mine of bounty, how wouldst thou have paid 
My better service, when my turpitude 
Thou dost so crown with gold 1 This blows my heart : 
If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 
Shall outstrike thought : but thought will do't, I feel. 
I fight against thee ! — No : I will go seek 
Some ditch wherein to die ; the foul'st best fits 
My latter part of life. {Exit. 

Scene VII. Field of battle between the camps. 

Alarums. Drums and trumpets. Enter Agrippa and 

others, 

Agr, Retire, we have engaged ourselves too far: 
Caesar himself has work, and our oppression 
Exceeds what we expected. [Exeuntt 

Alarums. Enter ANTONY, and Scarus wounded. 

Scar. O my brave emperor, this is fought indeed 1 
Had we done so at first, we had driven them home 
With clouts about their heads. 

Ant. Thou bleed 'st apace. 

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a 7 , 
But now 'tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

Scar. We'll beat 'em into bench-holes : I have yet 
Room for six scotches more. 
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Enter Eros. 

Eros^ They're beaten, sir; and our advantage servet 
For a fair victory. 

Scar. Let us score their backs, 

And snatch 'em up, as we take hares, behind : 
*Tis sport to maul a runner. 

Ant, I will reward thee 

Once for thy spritely comfort, and tenfold 
For thy good valor. Come thee on. 

Scar. rU halt after. 

\Exeunt. 

Scene VIII. Under the walls of Alexandria, 

Alarums, Enter Antony, marching ; Scarus, and 

Forces, 

Ant, We've beat him to his camp : — run one before. 
And let the queen know of our gests. — To-morrow, 
Before the sun shall see 's, we'll spill the blood 
That has to-day escap'd. I thank you all ; 
For doughty-handed are you, and nave fought 
Not as you serv'd the cause, but as't had been 
Each man's like mine ; you have shown all Hectors. 
Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends. 
Tell them your feats ; whilst they with joyful tears 
Wash the congealment from your wounds, and kiss 
The honor'd gashes whole. — [ To Scarus^ Give me thy 
hand; 

Enter Cleopatra, attended,, 

To this great fairy I'll commend thy acts. 

Make her thanks bless thee. — [ To Cleo,] O thou day Q 

the world. 
Chain mine arm'd neck ; leap thou, attire and all. 
Through proof of harness to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing! 

Cleo, Lord of lords I 

O infinite virtue, com'st thou smiling from 
The world's great snare uncaught ? 

Ant, My nightingale. 

We've beat them to their beds. What, girl ! though 
gray 
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Do something mingle with our younger brown» yet ha' 
we 

A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can 
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man ; 
Commend unto his lips thy favoring hand : — 
Kissit. my warrior: — he hath fought to-day 
As if a god, in hate of mankind, had 
Destroyed in such a shape. 

Cleo, rU give thee, friend. 

An armor all of gold ; it was a king's. 

Ant, He has deserv'd it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy Phoebus' car. — Give me thy hand : — 
Through Alexandria make a jolly march ; 
Bear our hack'd targets like the men that owe them : 
Had our great palace the capacity 
To camp this host, we all would sup together. 
And drink carouses to the next day's fate. 
Which promises royal peril. — Trumpeters, 
With brazen din blast you the city's ear ; 
Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ; 
That heaven and earth may strike their sounds together* 
Applauding our approach. {Exeuntm 

Scene IX, Z&%kbi^^ camp. 
Sentinels at tkeir post. 

First Sold, If we be not reliev'd within this hour* 
We must return to the court-of-guard : the night 
Is shiny ; and they say we shall embattle 
By the second hour i* the morn. 

Sec, Sold, This last day was 

A shrewd one to's. 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno, O, bear me, witness, night,— 

Third Sold, What man is this? 

Sec. Sold, Stand close, and list hlmw 

Eno, Be witness to me, O thou blessed moon, 
When men revolted shall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent 1 — 

First iold. Enobarbus t 
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Third Sold. Peace ! 

Hark further. 

Eno, O sovereign mistress of true melancholy^ 
The poisonous damp of night disponge upon me. 
That life, a very rebel to my will, 
May hang no longer on me : throw my heart 
Against the flint and hardness of my fault ; 
Which, being dried with grief, will oreak to powder. 
And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony, 
Nobler than my revolt is infamous. 
Forgive me in thine own particular ; 
But let the world rank me in register 
A master-leaver and a fugitive : 
O Antony ! O Antony I [Dits, 

Sec. Sold, Let's speak 

To him. 

Ft'rst Sold, Let's hear him, for the things he speaks 
May concern Caesar. 

Third Sold, Let's do so. But he sleeps. 

First Sold. Swoons rather ; for so bad a prayer as his 
Was never yet for sleep. 

Sec, Sold, Go we to him. 

Third Sold, Awake, sir, awake ; speak to us. 

Sec, Sold, Hear you, sir? 

First Sold, The hand of death hath raugnt hinu 

{Drums afar off^ Hark ! the drums 
Demurely wake the sleepers. Let us bear him 
To the court-of-guard : he is of note : our hour 
Is fully out. 

Third Sold, Come on, then; 
He may recover yet. [Exeunt with the botfyt 

Scene X. Ground between the two camps* 
Enter Antony and Scarus, with Forces^ marchintg^. 

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea ; 

We please them not by land. 
Scar. For both, my lord. 

Ant, I would they'd fight i' the fire or i' the air; 

We'd fight there too. But this it is; our foot 

Upon the hills adjoining to the city ^ 

Shall stay with us : order for sea is given; 
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They have put forth the haven : — forward, now. 

Where their appointment we may best discover 

And look on their endeavor. [Exeunt* 

Scene XI. Another pari of the same. 

Enter Cgsar, with his Forces, marching, 

Cas. But being charg'd, we will be still by land. 
Which, as I take't, we shall ; for his best force 
Is forth to man his galleys. To the vales. 
And hold our best advantage. [Exeunim 

Scene XII. Another part of the same. 
Enter ANTONY and SCARUS. 

Ant. Yet they are not join'd : where yond pine does 
stand, 
I shall discover all : I'll bring thee word 
Straight, how 'tis like to go, [Exit. 

Scar. Swallows have built 

In Cleopatra's sails their nests : the augurers 
Say they know not, — they cannot tell ; — look grimly. 
And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected ; and, by starts. 
His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear. 
Of what he has, and has not. 

[Alarums afar off^ as at a sea-j^ht* 

Re-enter ANTONY. 

Ant^ All is lost; 

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed n>e : 
My fleet hath yielded to the foe ; and yonder 
They cast their caps up, and carouse together 
Like friends long lost. — Triple-turn 'd whore ! 'tis thoo 
Hast sold me to this novice ; and my heart 
Makes only wars on thee. — Bid them all fly ; 
For when I am reveng'd upon my charm, 
I have done all : — bid them all fly ; begone. [ExitScarus^ 
O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more : 
Fortune and Antony part here ; even here 
Do we shake hands. — All come to this ? — The hearts 
That spaniel'd me at heels, to whom I gave 
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Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets 

On blossoming Csesar ; and this pine is bark'd» 

That overtopp'd them all. Betray 'd I am : 

O this false soul of Egypt I this grave charm,— 

Whose eye beck'd forth my wars, and call'd them homt] 

Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end,— 

Like a right gypsy, hath, at fast and loose, 

Beguil'd me to the very heart of loss.— 

What, Eros, Eros I 

EntfT Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou spell ! Avaunt 1 
C/eo, Why is my lord enrag'd against his love ? 
yfnL Vanish, or I shall give thee thy deserving. 
And blemish Csesar's triumph. Let him take thee. 
And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians : 
Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot 
Of all thy sex ; most monster-like, be shown 
For poor'st diminutives, for doits ; and let 
Patient Octavia plow thy visage up 
With her prepared nails. [Exit Cleopat^^ 

'Tis well thouVt gone. 
If it be well to live ; but better 'twere 
Thou fell'st into my fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many. — Eros, ho I— 
The shirt of Nessus is upon me : — teach me, 
Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage : 
Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o' the moon ; 
And with those hands, that grasp'd the heaviest cjuK 
Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die : 
To the young Roman boy she hath sold me, and I fall 
Under this plot ; she dies for't. — Eros, ho I {Exih 

Scene XI (L Alexandria. A room in Cleopatra'8 

palace. 

Enter CiSEOVKTVLA, Charmian, Iras, andVlKKDlAXU 

Cleo. Help me, my women I O, he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his shield ; the boar of Thessaly 
Was never so emboss 'd. 

Char, To the monument ! 

There lock you^'^It and send him word you're dead* 
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The soul and body rive not more in parting 
Than greatness going oflF. 

Cleo. To the monument f — 

Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself ; 
Say, that the last I spoke was " Antony," 
And word it, prithee, piteously : hence, Mardian, 
And bring me now he takes my death. — To the monument! 

{Exeunt. 

Scene XIV. The same. Another room in the same. 

Enter Antony and Eros. 

Ant, Eros, thou yet behold 'st me ? 

Eros, Ay, noble lord. 

Ant, Sometime we see a cloud that's dragonish ; 
A vapor sometime like a bear or lion, 
A tower'd citadel, a pendent rock, 
A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon't, that nod mto the world. 
And mock our eyes with air : thou hast seen these signs ; 
They are black vesper's pageants. 

Eros. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That which is now a horse, even with a thought 
The rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct 
As water is in water. 

Eros, It does, my lord. 

Ant, My good knave Eros, now thy captain is 
Even such a body : here I am Antony ; 
Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave. 
I made these wars for Egypt ; and the queen, — 
Whose heart I thought I had, for she had mine ; 
Which, whilst it was mine, had annex'd unto't 
A million more, now lost, — she, Eros, has 
Pack'd cards with Caesar, — and false-play'd my glory 
Unto an enemy's triumph. — 
Nay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves. 

Enter Mardian. 

O, thy vile lady! 
5he has robb'd me of my sword. 

M0r. No, Antony; 
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My mistress lov'd thee, and her fortunes mingled 
With thine entirely. 

Ant, Hence, saucy eunuch ; peace ! 

She hath betray'd me, and shall die the death. 

Mar, Death of one person can be paid but once. 
And that she has discharg'd : what thou wouldst do 
Is done unto thy hand : tne last she spake 
Was, " Antony ! most noble Antony ! " 
Then in the midst a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips : she render'd life, 
Thy name so buried in her. 

Ant, Dead, then ? 

Mar, Dead. 

Ant. Unarm me, Eros ; the long day's task is done. 
And we must sleep. — [ To Mardtan'] That thou de« 

part'st hence safe. 
Does pay thy labor richly ; go. [Exit Mardian. 

Off, pluck off : — 
The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my sides I 
Heart, once be stronger than thy continent. 
Crack thy frail case I — Apace, Eros, apace.— 
No more a soldier : — bruised pieces, go ; 
You have been nobly borne. — From me awhile, 

{Exit Eros, 
I will overtake thee, Cleopatra, and 
Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now 
All length is torture : — since the torch is out. 
Lie down, and stray no further : now all labor 
Mars what it does ; yea, very force entangles 
Itself with strength : seal then, and all is done.— 
Eros ! — I come, my queen. — Eros ! — Stay for me :. 
Where souls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand, 
And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze : 
Dido and her i^neas shall want troops. 
And all the haunt be ours. — Come, Eros, Eros I 

Re-enter Eros. 

Eros, What would my lord ? 
Ant^ Since Cleopatra died* 

IVe liv'd in such dishonor, that the gods 
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Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword 

Quarter'cf the world, and o'er green Neptune's back 

With ships made cities, condemn myself to lack 

The courage of a woman ; less noble-minded 

Than she which by her death our Caesar tells 

" I'm conqueror of myself." Thou art sworn, Eros, 

That, when the exigent should come, — which now 

Is come indeed, — when I should see behind me 

Th' inevitable prosecution of 

Disgrace and horror, that, on my command, 

Thou then wouldst kill me : do't ; the time is come : 

Thou strik'st not me, 'tis Csesar thou defeat'st. 

Put color in thy cheek. 

Eros, The gods withhold me ! 

Shall I do that which all the Parthian darts» 
Though enemy, lost aim, and could not ? 

Ant, Eros, 

Wouldst thou be window'd in great Rome, and see 
Thy master thus with pleach 'd arms, bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face subdu'd 
To penetrative shame, whilst the wheel'd seat 
Of fortunate Caesar, drawn before him, branded 
His baseness that ensu'd ? 

Eros, I would not see't. 

Ant, Come, then ; for with a wound I must be cur'd. 
Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn 
Most useful for thy country. 

Eros, O, sir, pardon me ! 

Ant, When I did make thee free, swor'st thou not 
then 
To do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once ; 
Or thy precedent services are all 
But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come. 

Eros, Turn from me, then, that noble countenance. 
Wherein the worship of the whole world lies. 

Ant, Lo thee ! [ Turning from him^ 

Eros, My sword is drawn. 

Ant, Then let it do at once 

The thing why thou hast drawn it. 

Eros, My dear master, 

My captain, and my emperor, let me say, 
Before I strike this bloody stroke, farewell. 
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Ani, "Tis said, man ; — and farewell, 

Eros, Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike now ? 

Ant, Now, Eros. 

Eros, Why, there then {falls on hissword\ : — thus I do 
escape the sorrow 
Of Antony's death. \Dies^ 

Ant, Thrice-nobler than myself I 

Yhou teachest me, O valiant Eros, what 
I should, and thou couldst not. My queen and Eros 
Have by their brave instruction got UDon me 
A nobleness in record : but I will be 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into't 
As to a lover s bed. Come, then ; and, Eros, 
Thy master dies thy scholar : to do thus 

{Falling on his sword^ 
I leam'd of thee. How I not dead ? not dead ? — 
The guard, ho I — O, dispatch me I 

Enter Dercetas and Guard. 

First Guard, What's the noise ? 

Ant, I've done my work ill, friends : O, make an end 
Of what I have begun. 

Sec. Guard. ' The star is fall'n. 

First Guard, And time is at his period. 

All, AlaS| and Woe ! 

Ant^ Let him that loves me strike me dead. 

First Guard, Not L 

Sec. Guard. Nor I. 

Third Guard, Nor any one. {Exeunt Guards 

Der, Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly. 
This sword but shown to Caesar, with this tidings. 
Shall enter me with him. 

Enter DiOMEDES. 

Dio. Where's Antony ? 

Der, There, Diomed, there, 

Dio. Lives he ? 

Wilt thou not answer, man ? {Exit Dercetas,. 

Ant. Art thou there, Diomed ? Draw thy sword, and 
give me 
Sufficing strokes for death. 

Dio, Most absolute lord. 

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee. 
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Ant. When did she send thee ? 

Dto, Now, my lord. 

Ant, Where is she f 

Die, Lock'd in her monument. She had a prophesying 
fear 
Of what hath come to pass : for when she saw — 
Which never shall be found — you did suspect 
She had dispos'd with Caesar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, she sent yoii word she was dead ; 
But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent 
Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come, 
I dreacl, too late. 

Ant, Too late, good Diomed: — call my guard, ( 
prithee. 

Dto. What, ho, the emperor's guard I The guard, what, 
hoi 
Come, your lord calls I 

Enter some of the Guard, 

Ant. Bear me, gbod friends, where Cleopatra bides ; 
Tis the last service that I shall command you. 

First Guard. Woe, woe are w^, sir, you may not live 

to wear 
All your true followers out. 

All, Most heavy day I 

Ant, Nay, good my fellows, do not please sharp fate 
To grace it with your sorrows : bid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up : 
I've led you oft : carry me now, good friends. 
And have my thanks for all. {Exeunt, bearing Antony^ 

Scene XV, The same, A monument. 
Enter, above, CLEOPATRA, Charmian, and iRAS. 

. Cleo, O Charmian, I will never go from hence. 
Char, Be comforted, dear madam. 

- Cleo, No, I will not : 

All strange and terrible events are welcome. 
But comforts we despise ; our size of sorrow. 
Proportioned to our cause, must be as great 
As that which makes it. 
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Enter, helaw, DiOMEDES. 

How now ! is he dead ? 
Dto, His death's upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o' th* other side your monument ; 
His guard have brought him thither. 

Enter, below, Antony, borne by the Guard. 

Cleo, O sun, 

Bum the great sphere thou mov*st in ! — darkling stand 
The varying shore o* the world. — O Antony, 
Antony, Antony ! — Help, Charm ian ; help, Iras, help; — 
Help, friends below ! — let's draw him hither. 

Ant, Peace I 

Not Caesar's valor hath overthrown Antony, 
But Antony's hath triumph'd on itself. 

Cleo, So it should be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony ; but woe 'tis so I 

Ant, I am dying, Egypt, dying ; only 
I here importune death awhile, until 
Of many thousand kisses the poor last 
I lay upon thy lips. 

Cleo, I dare not, dear, — 

Dear my lord, pardon, — I dare not. 
Lest I be taken : not th* imperious show 
Of the full-fortun'd Caesar ever shall 
Bebrooch'd with me ; if knife, drugs, serpents, have 
Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe : 
Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes 
And still conclusion, shall acquire no honor 
Demuring upon me. — But come, come, Antony, — 
Help me, mv women, — we must draw thee up ; — 
Assist, gooa friends. 

Ant, O, quick, or I am gone. 

Cleo, Here's sport indeed ! — How heavy weighs my 
lord ! 
Our strength is all gone into heaviness. 
That makes the weight : had I great Juno's power. 
The strong-wing'd Mercury should fetch thee up. 
And set thee by Jove's side. Yet come a little, — 
Wishers were ever fools, — O, come, come, come ; 

[ They draw Antony up^ 
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And welcome, welcome ! die where thou hast liv'd : 
Quicken with kissing : had my lips that power. 
Thus would I wear them out. 

AIL A heavy sight ! 

Ant^ I am dying, Egypt, dying : 
Give me some wine, and let me speak a little. 

Cleo. No, let me speak ; and let me rail so high. 
That the false housewife Fortune break her wheel, 
Provok'd by my offense. 

Ant, One word, sweet queen : 

Of Caesar seek your honor, with your safety. — O t 

Cleo, They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle, hear me : 

None about Caesar trust but Proculeius. 

Cleo. My resolution and my hands Til trust; 
None about Caesar. 

Ant, The miserable change now at my end 
Lament nor sorrow at ; but please your thoughts 
In feeding them with those my former fortunes. 
Wherein I liv'd the greatest prince o' the worlds 
The noblest ; and do now not basely die. 
Nor cowardly put off my helmet to 
My countryman, — a Roman by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquish'd. Now my spirit is going ; 
I can no more. 

Cleo, Noblest of men, woo't die? 

Hast thou no care of me ? shall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better than a sty ? — O, see, my women, 

{Antony diex 
The crown o' th* earth doth melt. — My lord I my lord 1 
O, wither'd is the garland of the war. 
The soldier's pole is fall'n : young boys and girls 
Are level now with men ; the odds is gone. 
And there is nothing left remarkable 
Beneath the visiting moon. \Faintx 

Char. O, quietness, lady I 

IraSn She is dead too, our sovereign. 

Char. Lady, — 

Iras. Madam,— 

Char. O madam, madam, madam, — 
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Iras. Royal £gypt« 

Empress, — 

Char, Peac<, peace, Iras I 

Cleo. No more, but e'en a woman, and commanded 
By such poor passion as the maid that milks 
And does the meanest chares. — It were for me 
To throw my scepter at th' injurious gods ; 
To tell them that this world did equal theirs 
Till they had stol'n our jewel. All's but naughty 
Patience is sottish, and impatience does 
Become a dog that's mad : then is it sin 
To rush into the secret house of death. 
Ere death dare come to us ? — How do you, women ? 
What, what ! good cheer I Why, how now, Charmian ! 
My noble girls ! — Ah, women, women, look. 
Our lamp is spent, it's out ! — Good sirs, take heart : — 
We'll bury him ; and then, what's brave, what's nt)ble. 
Let's do it after the high Roman fashion. 
And make death proud to take us. Come, away : — 
This case of that huge spirit now is cold : 
Ah, women, women ! — come ; we have no friend 
But resolution, and the briefest end. 

[Exeun/; those above bearing off Antony* s body, 

ACT V. 

Scene I, CiESAR'S camp before Alexandria. 

Enter Caesar, Agrippa, Dolabella, MECiENAS, 
Gallus, Proculeius, and others, 

CcBS, Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield ; 
Being so frustrate, tell him he mocks 
The pauses that he makes. 

DoL ' Caesar, I shall. [Exit. 

Enter DercetaS, with the sword of ANTONY. 

Cces, Wherefore is that ? and what art thou that dar'st 
Appear thus to us? 

Der, I am call'd Dercetas ; 

Mark Antony I scrv'd, who best was worthy 
Best to be serv'd : whilst he stood up and spoke^ 
He was my master ; and I wore my life 
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To spend upon his haters. If thou please 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
I'll be to Caesar ; if thou pleasest not, 
I yield thee up my life. 

CcFs. What is't thou say'st ? 

Der, I say, O Caesar, Antony is dead. 

CcTs, The breaking of so great a thing should make 
A greater crack : the round world 
Should have shook lions into civil streets. 
And citizens to their dens : — the death of Antony 
Is not a single doom ; in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 

Der. He is dead, Caesar; 

Not by a public minister of justice. 
Nor by a hirdd knife ; but that self hand. 
Which writ his honor in the acts it did. 
Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend ft, 
Splitted the heart. — This is his sword ; 
I robb'd his wound of it ; behold it stain 'd 
With his most noble blood. 

CcFs, Look you sad, friends ? 

The gods rebuke me, but it is a tidings 
To wash the eyes of kings. 

^^r. And strange it is 

That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 

Afec, His taints and honors 

Wag'd equal with him. 

A^'r, A rarer spirit never 

Did steer humanity : but you, gods, will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Caesar is touched. 

Mec, When such a spacious mirror's set before hinu 
He needs must see himself. 

Cas. O Antony ! 

I've follow'd thee to this : — but we do lance 
Diseases in our bodies : I must perforce 
Have shown to thee such a declining day. 
Or look'd on thine ; we could not stall together 
In the whole world : but yet let me lament. 
With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts. 
That thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all aesign, my mate in empire^ 
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Friend and companion in the front of war. 

The arm of mine own body, and the heart 

Where mine his thoughts did kindle, — that our stars, 

Unreconciliable, should divide 

Our equalness to this. — Hear me, good friends, — 

But I will tell you^t some meeter season : 

Enter a Messenger. 

The business of this man looks out of him ; 
We'll hear him what he says. — Whence are you ? 

Mess, A poor Egyptian yet. The queen my mistress, 

Confin'd in all she has, her monument. 

Of thy intents desires instruction, 

That she preparedly may frame herself 

To the way she's forc'd to. 

CcBS. Bid her have good heart : 

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours. 

How honorable and how kindly we 

Determine for her; for Caesar cannot learn 

To be ungentle. 

Mess, So the gods preserve thee ! \ExiU 

CcBs, Come hither, Proculeius. Go, and say 

We purpose her no shame ; give her what comforts 

The quality of her passion shall require. 

Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke 

She do defeat us ; for her life in Rome 

Would be eternal in our triumph : go. 

And with your speediest bring us what she says. 

And how you find of her. 
Pro. Caesar, I shall. \Exit^ 

CcBS, Callus, go you along. [Exit Ga/,] Where's Dola- 
bella. 

To second Proculeius ? 

4^r., Mec, &^c, Dolabella I 

CcBS, Let him alone, for I remember now 
How he's employ'd : he shall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my tent ; where you shall see 
How hardly I was drawn into this war ; 
How calm and gentle I proceeded still 
In all my writings : go with me, and see 
What I can show in this. [Exeunt^ 
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Scene II. Alexandria, A room in the monument. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras. 

Cleo, My desolation does begin to make 
A better life. 'Tis paltry to be Caesar ; ^ 
Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's knave, 
A minister of her will : and it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds ; 
Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change ; 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dug. 
The beggar's nurse and Casar's. 

Enter ^ to the gates of the monument^ Proculeius, GaLi- 

LUS, and Soldiers. 

Pro, Caesar sends greeting to the Queen of Egypt ; 
And bids thee study on what fair demands 
Thou mean'st to have him grant thee. 

Cleo, What's thy name ? 

Pro, My name is Proculeius. 

Cleo, Antony 

Did tell me of you, bade me trust you ; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd. 
That have no use for trusting. If your master 
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him. 
That majesty, to keep decorum, must 
No less beg than a kingdom : if he please 
To give me conquer 'd Egypt for my son. 
He gives me so much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 

Pro, Be of good cheer ; 

You're fall'n into a princely hand, fear nothing : 
Make your full reference freely to my lord. 
Who is so full of grace, that it flows over 
On all that need : let me report to him 
Your sweet dependency ; and you shall find 
A conqueror that will pray in aid for kindness, 
Where he for grace is kneel'd to. 

Cleo, Pray you, tell him 

I am his fortune's vassal, and I send him 
The greatness he has got. I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly 
Look him i' the face. 
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Pro. This I'll report, dear lady. 

Have comfort, for 1 know your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus'd it. 

GaL You see how easily she may be surpris'd : 

[Here Proculeius and two of the Guard ascend 
the monument by a ladder placed against 
a window, and, having descended, come 
behind Cleopatra, Some of the Guard 
unbar and open the gates, 
[ To Proculeius and the Guard"] Guard her till Csesar 

come. \Exit, 

Iras, Royal queen ! 

Char, O Cleopatra I thou art taken, queen ! 
Cleo, Quick, quick, good hands. [Drawing a dagger. 
Pro, Hold, worthy lady, hold : 

[Seizes and disarms her^ 
Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this 
Reliev'd, but not betray'd. 

Cleo, What, of death too. 

That rids our dogs of languish ? 

Pro, Cleopatra, 

Do not abuse my master's bounty by 
Th' undoing of yourself : let the world see 
His nobleness well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 

Cleo, Where art thou, death ? 

Come hither, come ! come, come, and take a queen 
Worth many babes and beggars I 

Pro, O, temperance, lady ! 

Cleo, Sir, I will eat no meat, Til not drink, sir; 
If idle talk will once be necessary, 
rU not sleep neither : this mortal house HI ruin, 
Do Caesar what he can. Know, sir, that I 
Will not wait pinion 'd at your master's court ; 
Nor once be chdstis'd witn the sober eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up, 
And show me to the shouting varletry 
Of censuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypt 
Be gentle grave unto me ! rather on Nilus' mud 
Lay me stark-nak'd, and let the water-flies 
Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 
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My country's high pyramides my gibbet. 
And hang me up in chains ! 

Pro. You do extend 

These thoughts of horror further than you shall 
Find cause in Caesar. 

Enter Dolabella 

DoL Proculeius, 

What thou hast done thy master Caesar knows. 
And he hath sent me for thee : for the queen, 
I'll take her to my guard. 

Pro, So, Dolabella. 

It shall content me best : be gentle to her. — 
[ To Cleoi\ To Caesar I will speak what you shall please^ 
If you'll employ me to him, 

Cleo^ Say, I would die. 

\Exeunt Proculeius and Soldiers^ 

Doi, Most noble empress, you have heard of me ? 

Cleo, I cannot tell. 

DoL Assuredly you know me. ' 

Cleo, No matter, sir, what I have heard or known. 
You laugh when boys or women tell their dreams ; 
Is't not your trick ? 

DoL I understand not, madam. 

Cleo, I dream *d there was an emperor Antony : — 
O, such another sleep, that I might see 
But such another man ! 

DoL If it might please ye, — 

Cleo, His face was as the heavens ; and therein stuck 
A sun and moon, which kept their course, and lighted 
The little O, the earth. 

DoL Most sovereign creature, — 

Cleo, His legs bestrid the ocean : his rear*d arm 
Crested the world ; his voice was propertied 
As all the tun^d spheres, and that to friends ; 
But when he meant to quail and shake the orb. 
He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty. 
There was no winter in't ; an autumn 'twas 
That grew the more by reaping : his delights 
Were dolphin-like ; thejr show d his back above 
The element they Uv'd m : in his livery 
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Walk'd crowns and crownets ; realms and islands were 
As plates dropp'd from his pocket. 

DoL Cleopatra, — 

Cleo. Think you there was, or might be, such a man 
As this I dream 'd of? 

DoL Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the gods. 
But, if there be, or ever were, one such, 
It's past the size of dreaming : nature wants stuff 
To vie strange forms with fancy ; yet, t' imagine 
An Antony, were nature's piece 'gainst fancy. 
Condemning shadows quite. 

DoL Hear me, good madam* 

Your loss is as yourself, great ; and you bear it 
As answering to the weight : would I might never 
Overtake pursu'd success, but I do feel, 
By the rebound of yours, a grief that smites 
My very heart at root. 

Cleo, I thank you, sir. 

Know you what Caesar means to do with me ? 

Dol, I'm loth to tell you what I would you knew. 

Cleo, Nay, pray you, sir, — 

Dol, Though he be honorable,— 

Cleo, He'll lead me, then, in triumph ? 

Dol. Madam, he will ; I know't. \Flourisk wiihifu 

Within, Make way there, — Caesar 1 

Enter CiESAR, GaLLUS, PROCULEIUS, MECiENAS, 

Seleucus, and Attendants. 

Cces, Which is the Queen of Egypt ? 

Dol. It is the emperor, madam. [Cleofatra kneeU 

Cces, Arise, you shall not kneel : 
I pray you, rise ; rise, Egypt. 

Cleo, Sir, the gods 

Will have it thus ; my master and my lord 
I must obey. 

CcBS, Take to you no hard thoughts : 

The record of what injuries you did us. 
Though written in our flesh, we shall remembei 
As things but done by chance. 

Cleo, Sole sir o* the world* 

I cannot project mine own cause so well 
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To make it clear ; but do confess I have 
Been laden with like frailties which before 
Have often sham'd our sex. 

CcBs, Cleopatra, know. 

We will extenuate rather than enforce : 
If vou apply yourself to our intents,— 
wKich towards you are most gentle, — vott fifeill fic^ 
A benefit in this change; hat if you seek 
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antony's course, you shall bereave yourself 
Of my good purposes, and put your children 
To that destruction which I'll guard them from. 
If thereon you rely. I'll take my leave. 

Cieo, And may, through all the world : 'tis yours ; an4 
we. 
Your scutcheons and your signs of conquest, shall 
Hang in what place you please. Here, my good lord. 

Cas, You shall advise me in all for Cleopatra. 

Cieo, This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels, 
I am possess'd of: 'tis exactly valu'd ; 
Not petty thingfs admitted. — Where's Seleucus ? 

SeL Here, madam. 

Cieo, This is my treasurer : let him speak, my lord. 
Upon his peril, that I have reserved 
To myself nothing. — Speak the truth, Seleucus. 

Sei, Madam, 
I had rather seal my lips than, to my peril. 
Speak that which is not. 

Cleo, What have I kept back ? 

Sei, Enough to purchase what you have made known. 

Ctes, Nay, blush not, Cleopatra ; I approve 
Your wisdom in the deed. 

Cleo, See. Caesar ! O, behold, 

How pomp is follow'd ! mine will now be yours ; 
And, should we shift estates, yours would be mine. 
Th* ingratitude of this Seleucus does 
Even make me wild : — O slave, of no more trust 
Than love that's hir'd 1 — What, goest thou back ? thou 

shalt 
Go back, I warrant thee ; but I'll catch thine eyes. 
Though they had wings : slave, soulless villain, dog I 
O rarely base ! 
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CcBs, Good queen, let us entreat you. 

Cleo. O C<es«ir. what a wounding shame is this,— 
That thou vouchsafing here to visit me. 
Doing the honor of thy lordliness 
To one so meek, that mine own servant should 
Parcel the sum of my disgraces by 
Addition of his envy ! Say, good Caesar, 
That I some lady trifles have reserv*d. 
Immoment toys, things of such dignity 
As we greet modern friends withal ; and say. 
Some nobler token I have kept apart 
For Li via and Octavia, to inouce 
Their mediation ; must I be unfolded 
With one that I have bred ? The gods ! it smites me 
Beneath the fall I have. — \ToSeleucus\ Prithee, go hence; 
Or I shall show the cinders of my spirits 
Through th* ashes of my chance : wert thou a man. 
Thou wouldst have mercy on me. 

CcBS^ Forbear, Seleucus. 

\Exit Seleucus^ 

Oleo, Be't known that we, the g^reatest, are misthoughl 
For things that others do ; and, when we fall, 
We answer others' merits in our name, 
Are therefore to be pitied. 

CcBS. Cleopatra, 

Not what you have reserved, nor what acknowledged. 
Put we i* the roll of conquest : still be't yours, 
Bestow it at your pleasure ; and believe, 
Caesar's no merchant, to make prize with you 
Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be cheer'd ; 
Make not your thoughts your prisons : no, dear queen ; 
For we intend so to dispose you as 
Yourself shall g^ve us counsel. Feed, and sleep : 
Our care and pity is so much upon you. 
That we remain your friend ; and so, adieu. 

Cleo, My master, and my lord 1 

CcBS, Not so. Adieu. 

[Fiourtsk, Exeunt Ccesar and his Train, 

Cleo. He words me, girls, he words me, that I should 
not 
'3e noble to myself : but, hark thee, Charmian. 

[ Whispers Charmiatu 
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Iras. Finish, good lady ; the bright day is done. 
And we are for the dark. 

Cleo, Hie thee again : 

I've spoke already, and it is provided ; 
•Go put it to the haste. 

Char* Madam, I will. 

Re-enter Dolabella. 

DoL Where is the queen ? 

Char. Behold, sir. \Exii^ 

Cleo, Dolabella ! 

DoL Madam, as thereto sworn by your command. 
Which my love makes religion to obey, 
J tell you this : Caesar through Syria 
Intends his journey ; and, within three days. 
You with your children will he send before : 
Make your best use of this : I have performed 
Tour pleasure and my promise. 

Cieo, Dolabella, 

I shall remain your debtor. 

DoL I your servant. 

Adieu, good queen ; I must attend on Caesar. 

Cieo, Farewell, and thanks. [Exit Dolabella. 

Now, Iras, what think'st thou ? 
Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown 
Jn Rome, as well as I : mechanic slaves. 
With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall 
Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths, 
Rank of g^oss diet, shall we be enclouded. 
And forc'd to drink their vapor. 

Iras, The gods forbid I 

Cieo, Nay, 'tis most certain, Iras : — saucy lictors 
Will catch at us, like strumpets ; and scald rhymers 
Ballad us out o' tune : the quick comedians 
Extemporallv will stage us, and present 
•Our Alexandrian revels; Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
"Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness 
3' the posture of a whore. 

Iras, O the good gods ! 

Cieo. Nay, that's certain. 
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Iras, ril never see't ; for I am sure my nails 
Are stronger than mine eyes. 

Cleo, Why, that's the way 

To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their most absurd intents. 

Re-enter Charmian. 

Now, Charmian f — 
Show me, my women, like a queen : — go fetch 
My best attires ; — I am again for Cydnus, 
To meet Mark Antony : — sirrah Iras, go. — 
Now, noble Charmian, we'll dispatch indeed ; 
And, when thou 'st done this chare, I'll give thee leave 
To play till doomsday. — Bring our crown and all. 
Whereiore's this noise ? \Exit Iras, A noise withitK 

Enter one of the Guard. 

Guard, Here is a rural fellow 

That will not be denied your highness' presence : 
He brings you figs. 

Cleo. Let him come in. {.Exit Guards 

What poor an instrument 
May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty. 
My resolution's plac'd, and 1 have nothing 
Of woman in me : now from head to foot 
Tm marble-constant; now the fleeting moon 
\o planet is of mine. 

Re-enter one of the Guard, with Clown bringing in a 

baskets 

Guard, This is the man. 

Cleo, Avoid, and leave him. \Exit Guards 

Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus there, 
That kills and pains not } 

Clown, Truly I have him : but I would not be the party 
that should desire you to touch him, for his biting is im- 
mortal ; those that do die of it do seldom or never recov- 
er. 

Cleo. Rememberest thou any that have died on't ? 

Clown, Very many, men and women too. I heard ofi 
one of them no longer than yesterday : a very honest 
woman, but something given to lie ; as a woman should 
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not do, but in the way of honesty : how she died of the 
biting of it, what pain she felt, — truly, she makes a very 
good report o' the worm ; but he that will believe all that 
they say shall never be saved by half that they do : but 
this is most fallible, the worm's an odd worm. 

Cleo^ Get thee hence ; farewell. 

Clown. I wish you all joy of the worm. 

\Sets down his basket, 

Cleo, Farewell. 

Clown, You must think this, look you, that the worm 
vrill do his kind. 

Cleo, Ay, ay ; farewell. 

Clown, Look you, the worm is not to be trusted but in 
the keeping of wise people ; for, indeed, there is no good- 
ness in the worm. 

Cleo, Take thou no care ; it shall be heeded. 

Clown, Very good. Give it nothing, I pray you, for it 
is not worth the feeding. 

Cleo, Will it eat me r 

Clown, You must not think I am so simple but I know 
the devil himself will not eat a woman : I know that a 
woman is a dish for the gods, it the devil dress her not. 
But, truly, these same whoreson devils do the gods g^eat 
harm in their women ; for in every ten that they make, 
the devils mar five. 

Cleo, Well, get thee gone ; farewell. 

Clown. Yes, forsooth ; I wish you joy o* the worm. 

[Exit. 

Reenter IraS with a robe, crown, &»c. 

Cleo, Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have 
immortal longings in me : now no more 
The juice of Egypt's grape shall moist this lip : — 
Yare, yare, good Iras ; quick. — Methinks I hear 
Antony call ; I see him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act ; I hear him mock 
The luck of Caesar, which the gods give men 
T' excuse their after wrath : — husband, I come : 
Now to that name my courage prove my title 1 
I'm fire and air; my other elements 
I give to baser life. — So, — have you done ? 
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Come then, and take the last warmth of my lips. 
Farewell, kind Charmian ; — Iras, long farewell. 

\Kisses them, Iras falls and diex 
Have I the aspic in my lips ? Dost fall ? 
If thou and nature can so gently part, 
The stroke of death is as a lover's pinch, 
Which hurts, and is desir'd. Dost thou lie still? 
If thus thou vanishest, thou tell'st the world / 

It is not worth leave-taking. 

Char, Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain ; that I may say 
The gods themselves do weep I 

Cleo. This proves me base 

If she first meet the curled Antony, 
Hell make demand of her, and spend that kiss 
Which is my heaven to have. — Come, thou mortal wretch^ 

[ To an asp, which she applies to her breast. 

With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate 
Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool. 
Be angry, and dispatch. O, couldst thou speak. 
That I might hear thee call great Caesar ass 
Unpolicied I 

Char* O eastern star ! 

Cleo. Peace, peace ! 

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast. 
That sucks the nurse asleep ? 

Char, O, break ! O, break ! 

Cleo* As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as gentle, — 
O Antony ! — Nay, I will take thee too ; — 

[Applying another asp to her arnt^ 
What should I stay — \Dies:^ 

Char , In this vile world ? — So, fare thee well. — 
Now boast thee, death, in thy possession lies 
A lass unparallel'd. — Downy windows, close ; 
And golden Phoebus never be beheld 
Of eyes again so royal ! — Your crown's awry ; 
rU mend it, and then play. 

Enter the Guard, rushing in. 

First Guard, Where is the queen ? 

Char, Speak softly, wake her not» 

First Guard, Caesar hath sent — 
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Char, Too slow a messenger. [Applies an asp, 

O, come apace, dispatch : I partly feel thee. 

Ftrst Guard, Approach, ho I All's not well : Caesar's 

beguil'd. 
Sec, Guard, There's Dolabella sent from Caesar; call 

him. 
First Guard, What work is here I — Charmian, is this 

well done ? 
Char, It is well done, and fitting for a princess 
Descended of so many royal kings. 
Ah, soldier I [Dies. 

Re-enter DOLABELLA. 

DoL How goes it here ? 

Sec, Guard, All dead. 

Dot, Caesar, thy thoughts 

Touch their effects in this : thyself art coming 
To see perform 'd the dreaded act which thou 
So sought'st to hinder. 

Within, A way there, a way for Caesar I 

Re-enter CAESAR and his Train^ 

Dot, O sir, you are too sure an augurer ; 
That you did fear is done. 

CcBS, Brav'st at the last, 

She level'd at our purposes, and, being royal, 
Took her own way. — The manner of their deaths ? 
I do not see them bleed. 

DoU Who was last with them ? 

First Guard, A simple countryman, that brought hei 

figs; 
This was his basket. 

Cces, Poison'd, then. 

First Guard, O Caesar, 

This Charmian liv'd but now ; she stood and spake : 
I found her trimming up the diadem 
On her dead mistress ; tremblingly she stooi 
And on the sudden dropp'd. 

Cas, O, noble weakness!— 

If they had swallow'd poison, 'twould appear 
By external swelling : but she looks like sleep. 
As she would catch another Antony 
In her strong toil of grace. 
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Dot, Here, on her breast, 

There is a vent of blood, and something blown : 
The like is on h^r arm. 

First Guards This is an aspic's trail: and these fig-leaves 
Have slime upon them, such as th' aspic leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile. 

CcEs, Most probable 

That so she died ; for her physician tells me 
She hath pursu'd conclusions infinite 
Of easy ways to die. — Take up her bed ; 
And bear her women from the monument :— • 
She shall be buried by her Antony : 
No gjave upon the earth shall clip in it 
A pair so famous. High events as these 
Strike those that make them ; and their story is 
No less in pity than his glory which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our army shall 
In solemn show attend this funeral ; 
And then to Rome. — Come, Dolabella, see 
High order in this great solemnity. \ExeuiU^ 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA 



Marshal. 
A Pander. 
BouLT, his servant 

The Daughter of Antiochui. 
DiONYZA, wife to Cleon. 
Thaisa, daughter to Simo* 

nides. 
Marina, daughter to Pericles 

and Thaisa. 
Lychorida, nurse to Marina. 
A Bawd. 



Antiochus, king of Antioch. 
Pericles, prince of Tyre. 
Heucanus, ) two lords of 
EscANES, } Tyre. 
SiMONiDES, king of Pentapolis. 
Cleon, governor of Tharsus. 
Lysimachus, governor of My- 

tilene. 
Cerimon, a lord of Epbesus. 
Thaliard, a lord of Antioch. 
Philemon, servant to Ceri- 

mon. 
Leonine, servant to Dionyza. 

Lords, Ladies, Knights, Gentlemen, Sailors, Pirates, Fisheii 

men, and Messengers. 

Diana. 

Gower, as Chorus. 

SCKiHtr^Dispersedfy in various countries, 

ACT I. 

Enter GowER. 

Before the palace of Antiockm 

To sing a song that old was sung. 

From ashes ancient Gower is come ; 
^ Assuming man's infirmities, 
* To glad your ear and please your eyes* 

It hath been sung at festivals, 

On ember-eves and holy-ales ; 
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And lords and ladies in their lives 
Have read it for restoratives : 
The purchase is to make men glorious » 
£/ bonum quo antiquiuSy eo melius. 
If you, bom in these latter times. 
When wit's more ripe, accept my rhymes^ 
And that to hear an old man sing 
May to your wishes pleasure bring, 
I lite would wish, and that I might 
Waste it for you, like taper-light. — 
This Antioch, then, Antiochus the Great 
Built up, this city, for his chiefest seat ; 
The fairest in all Syria, — 
I tell you what mine authors say: 
This king unto him took a fere, 
Who died and left a female heir. 
So buxom, blithe, and full of face. 
As heaven had lent her all his grace ; 
With whom the father liking took. 
And her to incest did provoke : — 
Bad child ; worse father ! to entice his own 
To evil should be done by none : 
But custom what they did begin 
Was with long use account no sin. 
The beauty of this sinful dame . 

Made many princes thither frame. 
To seek her as a bed-fellow. 
In marriage-pleasures play-fellow : 
Which to prevent he made a law,— 
To keep her still, and men in awe- 
That whoso ask'd her for his wife. 
His riddle told not, lost his life : 
So for her many a wight did die. 
As yon grim looks do testify. 
What now ensues, to the judgment of your eye 
1 give, my cause who best can justify. \Exit^ 

Scene I. Antioch. A room in the palace. 

Enter ANTIOCHUS. PERICLES, and Attendants. 

Ant, Youne prince of Tyre, you have at large receiv*d 
The danger of the task you undertake, 
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Per, I have, Antiochus, and, with a soul 
Emboldened with the glory of her praise. 
Think death no hazard in this enterprise. 

Ant. Bring in our daughter, clothed like a bride. 
For the embracements even of Jove himself; 
At whose conception, till Lucina reign'd. 
Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence. 
The senate-house of planets all did sit. 
To knit in her their best perfections. 

Music. Enter the Daughter of Antiochus. 

Per. See where she comes, apparel'd like the spring; 
Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every virtue gives renown to men 1 
Her face the book of praises, where is read 
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence 
Sorrow were ever raz'd, and testy wrath 
Could never be her mild companion. 
You gods that made me man, and sway in love* 
That have infiam'd desire in my breast 
To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree. 
Or die in the adventure, be my helps, 
As I am son and servant to your will. 
To compass such a boundless happiness I 

Ant, Prince Pericles, — 

Per. That would be son to great Antiochus. 

Ant. Before thee stands this fair Hesperides, 
With golden fruit, but dangerous to be touch'd ; 
For death-like dragons here affright thee hard: 
Her face, like heaven, enticeth thee to view 
Her countless glory, which desert must gain ; 
And which, without desert, because thine eye 
Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die. 
Yon sometime famous princes like thyself, 
Drawn by report, adventurous by desire. 
Tell thee, with speechless tongues and semblance pal^ 
That, without covering, save yon field of stars. 
Here they stand martyrs, slain in Cupid's wars ; 
And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist 
For going on death's net, whom none resist. 

Per, Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail mortality to know itself. 
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And by those fearful objects to prepare 

This body, like to them, to what I must ; 

For death remember'd should be like a iP'>rBxw, 

Who tells us life's but breath, to trust it error. 

I'll make my will, then ; and, as sick men do. 

Who know the world, see heaven, but, feeling woe. 

Gripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did : 

So I bequeath a happy peace to you 

And all good men, as every prince should do ; 

My riches to the earth from whence they came;— 

But my unspotted fire of love to you. 

[ To the Daughter of Antiochus. 
Thus ready for the way of life or death, 
I wait the sharpest blow. 

Ant, Scorning advice, — read the conclusion, then : 
Which read and net expounded, 'tis decreed. 
As these before thee, thou thyself shalt bleed. 

Daugh, Of all say'd yet, mayst thou prove prosperous t 
Of all say'd yet, I wish thee happiness ! 

Per. Like a bold champion, I assume the lists, 
Nor ask advice of any other thought 
But faithfulness and courage. [Reads the riddle. 

•* I am no viper, yet I feed 
On mother's flesh which did me breed. 
I sought a husband, in which labor 
I found that kindness in a father : 
He's father, son, and husband mild ; 
I mother, wife, and yet his child. 
How they may be, and yet in two. 
As you will live, resolve it you." 

Sharp physic is the last : but O you powers 

That give heaven countless eyes to view men's actA, 

Why cloud they not their sights perpetually. 

If this be true, which makes me pale to read it ? — 

Fair glass of light, I lov'd you, and could still, 

[ Takes hold of the hand of the PrinciMt 
Were not this glorious casket stor'd with ill : 
But I must tell you, — now my thoughts revolt; 
For he's no man on whom perfections wait 
That, knowing sin within, will touch the gate. 
You're a fair viol, and your sense the strings ; 
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Who, fin^^'ir'd to make man his lawful music* 

Wouid dra<iv heaven down, and all the gods, to hearken s 

But being Uay'd upon before your time, 

Heil only u^nceth at so harsh a chime. 

Good sooth, 1 care not for you. 

Ant, Prini^ Pericles, touch not, upon thy life. 
For that's an article within our law, 
As dangerou;; as the rest. Your time's expir'd : 
Either expound now, or receive your sentence. 

Per, Great king. 
Few love to h<iar the sins they love to act ; 
'T would braid yourself too near for me to tell it. 
Who has a book of all that monarchs do. 
He's more secure to keep it shut than shown : 
For vice repeated is like the wandering wind. 
Blows dust in otheis* eyes, to spread itself; 
And yet the end of aU is bought thus dear, 
The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear 
To stop the air would hurt them. The blind mole casts 
Copp'a hills towards heaven, to tell the earth is throng'd 
By man's oppression ; and the poor worm doth die for't. 
Kings are earth's gods ; in vice their law's their will ; 
And if Jove stray, who dares say Jove doth ill ? 
It is enough you know ; and it is fit. 
What being more known grows worse, to smother it. 
All love the womb that their first being bred, 
Then give my tongue like leave to love my head. 

Ant, [astae] Heaven, that I had thy head I he has 

found the meaning : 
But I will gloze with him. — Young Prince of Tyre, 
Though by the tenor of our strict edict. 
Your exposition misinterpreting, 
We might proceed to cancel of your days ; 
Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree 
As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise : 
Forty days longer we do respite you ; 
If by which time our secret be undone, 
This mercy shows we'll joy in such a son : 
And until then your entertain shall be 
As doth befit our honor and your worth. 

[Exeunt all except PiricUu 

Per, How courtesy would seem to cover siHt 
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When what is done is like an hypocrite. 

The which is good in nothing but in sight ! 

If it be true that I interpret false, 

Then were it certain you were not so bad 

As with foul incest to abuse your soul ; 

Where now you're both a fatner and a son 

By your untimely claspings with your child,— 

Which pleasure fits an husband, not a father; 

And she an eater of her mother's flesh 

By the defiling of her parent's bed ; 

And both like serpents are, who though they feed 

On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed. 

Antioch, farewell I for wisdom sees, those men 

Blush not in actions blacker than the night. 

Will shun no course to keep them from the light. 

One sin, I know, another doth provoke ; 

Murder's as near to lust as flame to smoke : 

Poison and treason are the hands of sin, 

Ay, and the targets, to put off the shame : 

Then, lest my life be cropp'd to keep you clear» 

By flight rU shun the danger which I fear. [Exif. 

Re-enter Antiochus, 

Ant. He hath found the meaning, for the which we mean 
To have his head. 

He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy. 
Nor tell the world Antiochus doth sin 
In such a loathed manner ; 
And therefore instantly this prince must die ; 
For by his fall my honor must keep high,— 
Who attends us there ? 

Enter Thaliard. 

ThaL Doth your highness call ? 

Ant. Thaliard, 
You're of our chamber, and our mind partakes 
Her private actions to your secrecy : 
And for your faithfulness we will advance you. 
Thaliard, behold, here's poison, and here's gold ; 
We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill him : 
It fits thee not to ask the reason why. 
Because we bid it« Say, is it done ? 
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Thai. My lord, 

Tis done. 
Ant. Enough, 

Enter a Messenger. 

Let your breath cool yourself, telling your haste. 

Mess. My lord, Prince Pericles is fled. \Exit^ 

Ant, As thou 

Wilt live, fly after ; and, like an arrow shot 
From a well-experienc'd archer, hits the mark 
His eye doth level at, so thou ne'er return 
Unless thou say " Prince Pericles is dead." 

Thai, My lord, 
If I can get him within my pistol's leneth, 
I'll make him sure enough : so, farewell to your highness* 

Ant, Thaliard, adieu I {Exit Thal^ Till Pericles be 
dead 
My heart can lend no succor to my head, {Exit. 

Scene II. Tyre. A room in the palace. 

Enter Pericles. 

Per. [to those withouf] Let none disturb , us. — Why 
should this charge of thoughts. 
The sad companion, dull-ey'd melancholy. 
Be my so-us'd a guest as not an hour. 
In the day's glorious walk or peaceful night, — 
The tomb where grief should sleep, — can breed me quiet ? 
Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes shun them. 
And danger, which I fear'd. 's at Antioch, 
Whose aim seems far too short to hit me here : 
Yet neither pleasure's art can joy my spirits, 
Nor yet the other's distance comfort me. 
Then it is thus : the passions of the mind, 
That have their first conception by mis-dread. 
Have after-nourishment and life by care ; 
And what was first but fear what might be done. 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. 
And so with me : — the great Antiochus — 
'Gainst whom I am too little to contend. 
Since he's so great can make his will his act — 
Will think me speaking, though I swear to silence; 
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Kor boots it me to say I honor him. 

If he suspect I may dishonor him : 

And what may make him blush in being known. 

He'll stop the course by which it might be known ; 

With hostile forces he'll o'erspread the land, 

And with th' ostent of war will look so huge, 

Amazement shall drive courage from the state ; 

Our men be vanquish'd ere they do resist, 

And subjects punish'd that ne'er thought offense : 

Which care of them, not pity of myself, — 

Who am no more but as the tops of trees. 

Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend them,— 

Makes both my body pine and soul to languish. 

And punish that before that he would punish. 

Enter Helicanus and other Lords. 

First Lord, Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast ! 

Sec, Lord, And keep your mind, till you return to us. 
Peaceful and comfortable I 

Hel, Peace, peace, and give experience tongue. 
They do abuse the king that flatter him : 
For flattery is the bellows blows up sin ; 
The thing the which is flatter'd, but a spark. 
To which that blast gives heat and stronger glowing; 
Whereas reproof, obedient, and in order. 
Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err. 
When Signior Sooth here does proclaim a peace. 
He flatters you, makes war upon your life. 
Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you please ; 
I cannot be much lower than my knees. 

Per, All leave us else ; but let your cares o'erlook 
What shipping and what lading's in our haven. 
And then return to us. [Exeunt Lords,] Helicanus, thou 
Hast movdd us : what seest thou in our looks ? 

He/, An angiy brow, dread lord. 

Per, If there oe such a dart in princes* frowns. 
How durst thy tongue move anger to our face ? 

He/. How dare the plants look up to heaven, from 
whence 
They hive their nourishment ? 

Per, Thou know*st IVe power 

To take thy life from Ihee. 
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Hel, [kmeUf^] I've ground the ax myself; 
Do you but strike the blow. 
Per. Rise, prithee, rise. 

Sit down : thou art no flatterer : 

I thank thee for it ; and heaven forbid 

That kings should let their ears hear their faults chid t 

Fit counsellor and servant for a prince. 

Who by thy wisdom mak'st a prince thy servant. 

What wouldst thou have me do ? 

He/, To bear with patience 

Such griefs as you yourself do lay upon yourself. 

Per. Thou speak st like a physician, Helicanus, 
That minister'st a potion unto me 
That thou wouldst tremble to receive thyself. 
Attend me, then : I went back to Antioch, 
Where, as thou know'st, against the face of death* 
I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty. 
From whence an issue I might propagate. 
Are arms to princes, and bring joys to subjects. 
Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder ; 
The rest — hark in thine ear — as black as incest: 
Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father 
Seem'd not to strike, but smooth : but thou know'st thifl^ 
'Tis time to fear when tyrants seem to kiss. 
Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled. 
Under the covering of a careful night, 
Who seem'd my good protector ; and, being here. 
Bethought me what was past, what might succeed. 
I knew him tyrannous ; and tyrants' fears 
Decrease not, but grow faster than their years: 
And should he doubt it, — as no doubt he doth,— 
That I should open to the listening air 
How many worthy princes' bloods were shed. 
To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope, — 
To lop that doubt, he'll fill this land with arms, 
And make pretense of wrong that I have done him ; 
When all, for mine, if I may call't offense, 
Must feel war's blow, who spares not innocence : 
Which love to all, — of which thyself art one. 
Who now reprov'st me for it, — 

I/gi» Alas, sir I 
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Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from my 
cheeks. 
Musings into my mind, with thousand doubts 
How I might stop this tempest, ere it came ; 
And finding little comfort to relieve them, 
I thought it princely charity to grieve them. 

fiei. Well, my lord, since youVe given me leave to 
speak, 
Freely will I speak. Antiochusyou fear. 
And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant, 
AVho either by public war or private treason 
AVill take away your life. 
Therefore, my lord, go travel for a while. 
Till that his rage and anger be forgot, 
Or till the Destinies do cut his thread of life. 
Your rule direct to any; if to me, 
Day serves not light more faithful than I'll be. 

Per. I do not doubt thy faith ; 
But should he wrong my liberties in my absence ? 

Hel, We'll mingle our bloods together in the earth. 
From whence we had our being and our birth. 

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee, then, and to Tharsus 
Intend my travel, where I'll hear from thee ; 
And by whose letters I'll dispose myself. 
The care I had and have of subjects' good 
On thee I lay, whose wisdom's strength can bear it. 
I'll take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath ; 
"Who shuns not to break one will sure crack both : 
But in our orbs we'll live so round and safe. 
That time of both this truth shall ne'er convince. 
Thou show'dst a subject's shine, I a true prince. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene III. Tyre. An ante-chamber in the palace. 

Enter Thaliard. 

Thai. So, this is Tyre, and this the court. Here must I 
kill King Pericles ; and if I do it not, I am sure to be hang- 
ed at home : 'tis dangerous. — Well, I perceive he was a 
•wise fellow and had good discretion, that, being bid to 
ask what he would of the king, desired he might know none 
of his secrets: now do I see he had some reason for't ; for 
tf a king bid a man be a villain, he's bound by the inden- 
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ture of his oath to be one. — Hush t here come the lords 
of Tyre. 

Enter Helicanus, Escapes, and o/Aer Lords. 

He/, You shall not need, my fellow peers of Tyre, 
Further to question me qf your king's departure : 
His seal'd commission, left in trust with me. 
Doth speak sufficiently he's gone to travel, 

TAa/, [as/de] How ! the king gone I 

//el. If further yet you will be satisfied. 
Why, as it were unlicens'd of your loves, 
He would depart, I'll give some light unto you. 
Being at Antioch, — 

TAal. [aside] What from Antioch ? 

He/, Royal Antiochus — on what cause I know not— ^ 
Took some displeasure at him, — at least he judg'd so ; 
And doubting lest that he had err'd or sinn'a. 
To show his sorrow, he'd correct himself ; 
So puts himself unto the shipman's toil, 
With whom each minute threatens life or death, 

TAal, [aside] Well, I perceive 
I shall not be hang'd now, although I would ; 
But since he's gone, the king's ears it must please, — 
He scap'd the land, to perish at the seas. 
I'll present myself. — Peace to the lords of Tyre I 

Hel. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome. 

TAal. From him I come 
With message unto princely Pericles ; 
But since my landing I have understood 
Your lord has betook himself to unknown travels. 
My message must return from whence it came. 

He/, We have no reason to desire it, 
Commended to our master, not to us : 
Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire, — 
As friends to Antioch, we may feast in Tyre. [Exeunt^ 

Scene IV, Tharsus, A room in t/ie Governor's hottse* 

Enter Cleon, Dionyza, and Attendants. 

C/e, My Dionyza, shall we rest us here. 
And by relating tales of others' griefs. 
See if twill teach us to forget our own ? 
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Dto. That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it ; 
For who digs hills because they do aspire 
Throws down one mountain to cast up a higher. 
O my distressed lord, even such our griefs are ; 
Here they're but felt, and seen with mischiefs eyes. 
But like to groves, being topp'd, they higher rise. 

Cle, O Dionyza, 
"Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it. 
Or can conceal his hunger till he famish ? 
Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep our woes 
Into the air ; our eyes do weep, till lungs 
Fetch breath that may proclaim them louder : that. 
If heaven slumber while their creatures want, 
They may awake their helps to comfort them. 
rU, then, discourse our woes, felt several years, 
And, wanting breath to speak, help me with tears. 

Dto, I'll do my best, sir, 

Cle, This Tharsus, o'er which I have the government, 
A city on whom Plenty held full hand. 
For Riches strew'd herself even in the streets ; 
Whose towers bore heads so high they kiss'd the cloudsp 
And strangers ne'er beheld but wonder'd at ; 
Whose men and dames so jetted and adom'd. 
Like one another's glass to trim them by : 
Their tables were stor'd full, to glad the sight. 
And not so much to feed on as delight ; 
All poverty was scorn 'd, and pride so great. 
The name of help grew odious to repeat. 

Dto. O, 'tis too true. 

Cle. But see what heaven can do I By this our change^ 
Those mouths who but of late, earth, sea, and air. 
Were all too little to content and please, 
Although they gave their creatures in abundance. 
As houses are defil'd for want of use. 
They are now starv'd for want of exercise : 
Those palates who, not yet two summers younger. 
Must have inventions to delight the taste. 
Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it : 
Those mothers who, to nousle up their babes. 
Thought naught too curious, are ready now 
To ea/ those Tittle darlings whom they iov'd. 
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So sharp are hunger's teeth, that man and wife 
Draw lots who first shall die to lengthen life : 
Here stands a lord, and there a lady weeping ; 
Here many sink, yet those which see them fall 
Have scarce strength left to give them burial. 
Is not this true ? 
Dio. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness iU 

C/e. O, let those cities that of Plenty's cup 
And her prosperities so largely taste» 
With their superfluous riots, hear these tears t 
The misery ot Tharsus may be theirs. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lctrd. Where's the lord governor ? 

Cle, Here. 
Speak out thy sorrows which thou bring^st in haste» 
For comfort is too far for us t' expect. 

Lard. We have descried, upon our neighboring shom 
A portly sail of ships make hitherward. 

Cle* I thought as much. 
One sorrow never comes but brings an heir. 
That may succeed as his inheritor ; 
And so in ours : some neighboring nation. 
Taking advantage of our misery. 
Hath stuff' d these hollow vessels with their power* 
To beat us down, the which are down already ; 
And make a conquest of unhappy me. 
Whereas no glory's got to overcome. 

Lord, That's the least fear ; for, by the semblance 
Of their white flags display'd, they bring us peace, 
And come to us as favorers, not as foes. 

Cle, Thou speak'st like him's untutor'd to repeat ; 
Who makes the fairest show means most deceit. 
But bring they what they will and what they can, 
What need we fear ? 

The ground's the lowest, and we're half-way there. 
Go tell thf ir general we attend him here. 
To know for what he comes, and whence he comes. 
And what he craves. 

Lord. I go, my lord. [Exik 
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Cle, Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist ; 
If wars, we are unable to resist. 

Enter Pericles with Attendants. 

Per, Lord governor, for so we hear you are, 
1-et not our ships and number of our men 
Be, like a beacon fir'd, t' amaze your eyes, 
"We've heard your miseries as far as Tyre, 
And seen the desolation of your streets : 
Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears. 
But to relieve them of their heavy load ; 
And these our ships, you happily may think 
Are like the Trojan horse was stufif'd within 
With bloody veins, expecting overthrow, 
Are stor'd with corn to make your needy bread. 
And give them life whom hunger starv'd half dead, 

AIL The gods of Greece protect you ! 
And we'll pray for you. 

Per, Rise, I pray you, rise : 

We do not look for reverence, but for love, 
And harborage for ourself, our ships, and men. 

Cle, The which when any shall not gratify. 
Or pay you with unthankfulness in thought. 
Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves, 
The curse of heaven and men succeed their evils t 
Till when, — the which I hope shall ne'er be seen,— 
Your grace is welcome to our town and us. 

Per, Which welcome we'll accept ; feast here awhile, 
fjntil our stars that frown lend us a smile. [Exeunf, 

ACT II. 

Enter GowER. 

Gow, Here have you seen a mighty king 
His child, I wis, to incest bring ; 
A better prince, and benign lord. 
That will prove awful both in deed and word. 
Be quiet, then, as men should be. 
Till he hath pass'd necessity. * 

ni show you those in troubles reign. 
Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 
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The good in conversation — 

To whom I give my benison — 

Is still at Tharsus, where each man 

Thinks all is writ he spoken can ; 

And, to remember what he does. 

Build his statue to make him glorious 2 

But tidings to the contrary 

Are brought your eyes ; what need speak I ? 

Dumb-Show. 

Enter^ from one side ^ Pericles, talking with Cleon; 

their Trains with them. Enter, from the other 

side, a Gentleman, with a letter to Pericles ; 

who shows the letter to Cleon ; then gives 

the Messenger a reward, and knights 

him. Exeunt severally Pericles 

and OUExy^, with their Trains, 

Good Helicane, that stay'd at home. 

Not to eat honey like a drone 

From others' labors ; for though he strive 

To killen bad, keep good alive ; 

And to fulfill his prince' Hesire, 

Sends word of all that haps in Tyre : 

How Thaliard came full bent with sin 

And hid intent to murder him ; 

And that in Tharsus was not best 

Longer for him to make his rest. 

He, doing so, put forth to seas, 

AVhere when men been, there's seldom ease ; 

For now the wind begins to blow ; 

Thunder above; and deeps below. 

Make such unquiet, that thpship 

Should house him safe is wreck d and split ; 

And he, good prince, having all lost. 

By waves from coast to coast is tost : 

All perishen of man, of pelf, 

Ne aught escapen but hipiself ; 

Till fortune, tir'd with doing bad. 

Threw him ashore, to give him glad : 

And here he comes. What shall be next, 

P^don old Gower, — this longs the text [ExU^ 
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Scene L Pentapolis. An open place by the sea-^tde. 

Enter Pericles, w^/. 

Per, Yet cease your ire, you angry stars of heaven ! 
Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly man 
Is but a substance that must yield to you ; 
And I, as fits my nature, do obey you : 
Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks, 
Wash'd me from shore to shore, and left me breath 
Nothing" to think on but ensuing death : 
Let it suffice the greatness of your powers 
To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes ; 
And having thrown him from your watery grave* 
Here to have death in peace is all hell crave. 

Enter three Fishermen. 

First Fish. What, ho. Pilch ! 

Sec. Fish, Ho, come and bring away the nets f 

First Fish, What, Patch-breech, I say I 

Third Fish, What say you, master? 

First Fish, Look how thou stirrest now ! come away, 
or rU fetch thee with a wanion. 

Third Fish, Faith, master, I am thinking of the poor 
men that were cast away before us even now. 

First Fish, Alas, poor souls, it grieved my heart to hear 
what pitiful cries they made to us to help them» when, well* 
a-day, we could scarce help ourselves. 

Third Fish, Nay, master, said not I as much when I 
saw the porpus, how he bounced and tumbled ? they say 
they're half-fish, half-flesh : a plague on them, they ne'er 
come but I look to be washed, faster, I marvel how 
the fishes live in the sea. 

First Fish, Why, as men do a*land, — the great ones 
eat up the little ones : I ca^ jcompare'dur rich misers to 
nothing so fitly as to aw^iale; 'a plays and tumbles, 
driving the poor fry before him, and at last devours them 
all at a mouthful : such whales have I heard on o' the 
land, who never leave gaping till they've swallowed the 
whole parish, church, steeple, bells, and all. 

Per, [aside] A pretty moral. 

Third Fish, But, master, if I had been the sexton, I 
would have been that day in the belfry. 
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Sec, Fish, Why, man ? 

Third Fish, Because he should have swallowed me 
loo : and when I had been in his belly, I would have kept 
such a jangling of the bells, that he should never have left, 
till he cast bells, steeple, church, and parish, up again. 
But if the good King Simonides were ot my mind, — 

Per, [aside] Simonides ! 

Third Fish, He would purge the land of these drones, 
that rob the bee of her honey. 

Per, [aside] How from the finny subject of the sea 
These fishers tell th' infirmities of men ; 
And from their watery empire recollect 
All that may men approve or men detect I — 
Peace be at your labor, honest fishermen. 

Sec, Fish, Honest ! good fellow, what's that ? If it be 
a day fits you, search out of the calendar, and nobody 
look after it. 

Per, May see the sea hath cast upon your coast. 

Sec. Fish, What a drunken knave was the sea to cast 
thee in our way I 

Per. A man whom both the waters and the wind, 
In that vast tennis-court, have made the ball 
For them to play upon, entreats you pity him ; 
He asks of you, that never us'd to beg. 

First Fish, No, friend, cannot you beg ? Here's them 
in our country of Greece gets more with begging than we 
can do with working. 

Sec, Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes, then ? 

Per, I never practiced it. 

Sec, Fish, Nay, then thou wilt starve, sure ; for here's 
nothing to be got now-a-days, unless thou canst fish for't. 

Per, What I have been I have forgot to know ; 
But what I am, want teaches me to think on : 
A man throng'd up with cold : my veins are chill. 
And have no more of life than may suffice 
To give my tongue that heat to ask your help ; 
Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead. 
For that I am a man, pray see me buried. 

First Fish, Die quoth-a ? Now gods forbid ! I have a 
gown here ; come, put it on ; keep thee warm. Now, 
afore me, a handsome fellow ! Come, thou shalt go home, 
and we'll have flesh for holidays, fish for fasting-day^ 
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and moreover puddings and flap-jacks ; and thou shalt be 

■welcome. 

Per, I thank you, sir. 

Sec, Fish. Hark you, my friend, — you said you could 
not beg. 

Per, I did but crave. 

Sec, Fish, But crave I Then I'll turn craver too, and 
so I shall scape whipping. 

Per, Why, are all your beggars whipped, then ? 

Sec, Fish, O, not all, my friend, not all ; for if all your 
beggars were whipped, I would wish no better office thai* 
to be beadle. — But, master, I'll go draw up the net. 

[Exit with Third Fisherman,, 

Peri [astdel How well this honest mirth becomes their 

labor ! 

First Fish. Hark you, sir, — do you know where ye 

are? 

Per. Not well. 

First Fish, Why, I'll tell you : this is called Pfentapo* 
lis, and our king the good Simonides. 

Per, The good King Simonides, do you call him ? 

First Fish, Ay, sir ; and he deserves so to be called 
for his peaceable reign and good government. 

Per, He is a happy king, since he gains from his sub- 
jects the name of good by his government. How far is 
his court distant from this shore ? 

First Fish. Marry, sir, half a day's journey : and I'll 
tell you, he hath a fair daughter, and to-morrow is her 
birth-day ; and there are princes and knights come fron^ 
all parts of the world to just and tourney for her love. 

Per, Were my fortunes equal to my desires, I could 
wish to make one there. 

First Fish, O, sir, things must be as they may ; and 
what a man cannot get, he may lawfully deal for — his 
wife's soul. 

Re-enter Second and Third Fishermen, drawing" up a 

net. 

Sec, Fish, Help, master, help ! here's a fish hangs ia 
the net, like a poor man's right in the law ; 'twill hardly 
come out. Hal bots on't, 'tis come at last, and 'tis 
turned to a rusty armor. 
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Per. An armor, friends ! I pray you, let me see it- 
Thanks, fortune, yet, that, after all my crosses. 
Thou giv'st me somewhat to repair myself ; 
And though it was mine own, part of my heritage* 
Which my dead father did bequeath to me, 
With this strict charge, even as he left his life, 
•* Keep it, my Pericles ; it hath been a shield 
'Twixt me and death ; ** — and pointed to this brace ; -— 
•* For that it sav'd me, keep it ; m like necessity — 
The which the gods protect thee from I — *t may defend 

thee." 
It kept wher I kept, I so dearly lov'd it ; 
Till the rough seas, that spare not any man. 
Took it in rage, though calm'd have given *t again : 
I thank thee for't ; my shipwreck now's no ill. 
Since I have here my father's gift in's will. 

First Fish. What mean you, sir ? 

Per. To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of wortb 
For it was sometime target to a king ; 
I know it by this mark. He lov'd me deariy. 
And for his sake I wish the having of it ; 
And that you'd guide me to your sovereign's court. 
Where with it I may appear a gentleman ; 
And if that ever my low fortunes better, 
I'll pay your bounties ; till then rest your debtor. 

First Fish. Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady ? 
Per. I'll show the virtue I have borne in arms. 
First Fish. Why, do ye take it, and the godsgiv^ 
thee good on't I 

Sec. Fish. Ay, but hark you, my friend ; 'twas we that 
made up this garment through the rough seams of the 
waters ; there are certain condolements, certain vails, I 
hope, sir, if you thrive, you'll remember from whence yoa 
had it. 

Per. Believe't, I will 
By your furtherance I am cloth'd in steel ; 
And, spite of all the rapture of the sea, 
This jewel holds his building on my arm : 
Unto the value I will mount myselt 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 
Shall make the oazer ioy to see him tread,-— 
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Only, my friends, I yet am unprovided 
Of a pair of bases. 

Sec. Fish. We'll sure provide thee : thou shalt have 
my best gown to make thee a pair ; and I'll bring thee 
to the court myself. 

Per. Then honor be but a goal to my will. 
This day I'll rise, or else add ill to ill. \Exeunt, 

Scene II. The same. A public way or platform 

leading to the lists. A pavilion by the side of 

it for the reception of the King, Princess^ 

Lords, &^c. 

Enter SlMOiflBESt Thaisa, Lords, ««^ Attendants* 

Sim^ Are the knights ready to begin the triumph ? 

Pirst Lord. They are, my liege ; 
And stay your coming to present themselves. 

Sim. Return them, we are ready ; and our daughter. 
In honor of whose birth these triumphs are. 
Sits here, like beautv's child, whom nature gat 
For men to see, ancf seeing wonder at. \Exit a Lor A 

Thai, It pleaseth you, my royal father, to express 
My commendations great, whose merit's less. 

Sijn. It's fit it should be so ; for princes are 
A model, which heaven makes like to itself : 
As jewels lose their glory if neglected. 
So princes their renown if not respected. 
Tis now your honor, daughter, to explain 
The labor of each knight in his device. 

Thai. Which, to preser\'^e mine honor. 111 perform. 

Enter a Knight ; he passes over, and his Squire presents 

his shield to the Princess. 

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer himself ? 

Thai. A knight of Sparta, my renowned father ; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is a black ^Ethiop reaching at the sun ; 
The word. Lux tua vita mihi. 

Sim. He loves you well that holds his life of you. 

[ The Second Knight passes cver^ 
Who is the second that presents himself ? 

Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
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Is an arm'd knight that's conquer'd by a lady ; 
The motto thus, in Spanish, P/u por dulzura que pof 
fuerza, \The Third Knight passes aver, 

5/«r. And what's the third ? . 

Thai. T|ie third of Antioch ; 

And his device, a wreath of chivalry ; 
The word. Me pompa provexit a^ex. 

[The Fourth Knight passes over., 

Sim. What is the fourth ? 

Thai, A burning torch that's tumM upside down; 
The word, Quod me alit, me extinguit. 

Sim. Which shows that beauty hath his power and 
will. 
Which can as well inflame as it can kill. 

[The Fifth Knight passes over^ 

Thai. The fifth, an hand environed wiui clouds. 
Holding out gold that's by the touchstone tried ; 
The motto thus. Sic spectanda fides. 

[The Sixth Knight {Pericles) passes over. 

Sim. And what's 
The sixth and last, the which the knight himself 
With such a graceful courtesy deliver'd ? 

Thai, He 'seems to be a stranger ; but his present It 
A withered branch, that's only green at top ; 
The motto, In hac spe vivo. 

Sim. A pretty moral ; 
From the dejected state wherein he is. 
He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 

First Lord. He had need mean better than his outward 

show 
Can any way speak in his just commend ; 
For, by his rusty outside, he appears 
T' have practic d more the whipstock than the lance. 

Sec. Lord. He well may be a stranger, for he comes 
To an honor'd triumph strangely furnished. 

Third Lord, And on set purpose let his armor rust 
Until this day, to scour ilin the dust. 

Sim, Opinion's but a fool, that makes us scan 
The outward habit by the inward man. 
But stay, the knights are coming : we'll withdraw 
Into the gallery. [Exeunt. 

[Great shouts within^ all crying " The mean knight I * 
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Scene III. Tke same, A hall of state ; a banq^ia 

prepared. 

Enter SiMONlDES, Th^sa, Ladies, Lords, Knights, etasd 

imtendants. 

Sim, Knights, 
To say you're welcome were superfluous. 
To place upon the volume of your deeds. 
As in a title-page, your worth in arms, 
Were more than you expect, or more than's (it. 
Since every worth in show commends itself. 
Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast : 
You are princes and my guests. 

Thai, But you, my knight and guest ; 
To whom this wreath of victory I give. 
And crown you king of this day's happiness. 

Per, *Tis more by fortune, lady, than by meriL 

Sim, Call it by what you will, the day is yours ; 
And here, I hope, is none that envies it. 
In framing an artist, art hath thus decreed. 
To make some good, but others to exceed ; 
And you're her labor'd scholar. — Come,, queen o' tlltt 

feast, — 
For, daughter, so you are, — here take your place : 
Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace. ^ 

Knights, We're honor'd much by good Simonides. 

Sim, Your presence glads our days : honor we love ; 
For who hates honor hates the gods above. 

Marshal, Sir, yonder is your place. 

Per, Some other is more fit* 

First Knight, Contend not, sir ; for we are gentlemen 
That neither in our hearts nor outward eyes 
Envy the great nor do the low despise. 

Per, You are right courteous knights. 

Sim, Sit, sir, sit,-* 

By Jove, I wonder, that is king of thoughts, 
These cates resist me, he not thought upon. 

Thai, By Juno, that is queen 
Of marriage, all viands that I eat 
Do seem unsavory, wishing him my meat* 
Sure, he's a gallant gentleman. 

Sim„ He's but a country gentleman ; 
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Has done no more than other knights have done , 
Has broken a staff or so ; so let it pass. 

That, To me he seems like diamond to glass. 

Per, Yon king's to me like to my father's picture. 
Which tells me in that glory once he was ; 
Had princes sit, like stars, about his throne. 
And he the sun, for them to reverence ; 
None that beheld him, but like lesser lights. 
Did vail their crowns to his supremacy : 
Where now his son's like glow-worm in the night. 
The which hath fire in darkness, none in light : 
Whereby I see that Time's the king of men. 
For he's their parent, and he is their grave. 
And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 

St'm. What, are you merry, knights ? 

First Knight, Who can be other in this royal presence ? 

Sim. Here, with a cup that's stor'd unto the brim,— 
As you do love, fill to your mistress* lips, — 
We drink this health to you. 

Knights, We thank your grace. 

Sim, Yet pause awhile : 
Yon knight doth sit too melancholy, 
As if the entertainment in our court 
Had not a show might countervail his worth. 
Note it not you, Thaisa ? 

Thai, What is it 

To me, my father ? 

Sim, O, attend, my daughter : 

Princes, in this, should live like gods above, 
Who freely give to every one that comes 
To honor them : 

And princes not doing so are like to gnats. 
Which make a sound, but kill'd are wonder'd at. 
Therefore to make his entertain more sweet. 
Here, say we drink this standing-bowl of wine to Wveu 

Thai, Alas, my father, it befits not me 
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold : 
He may my proffer take for an offense, 
Since men take women's gifts for impudence, 

Sim, How! 
Do as I bid you, or you'll move me else. 
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That. [as/iU\ Now, by the gods, he could not please me 

better. 
S/m. And furthermore tell him, we desire to know of 
him. 
Of whence he is, his name and parentage. 

TAa/. The king my father, sir, has drunk to you. 
I^er. I thank him. 

Thai, Wishing it so much blood unto your life. 
P^r, I thank both him and you, and pledge him freely. 
TAa/. And further he desires to know of you. 
Of whence you are, your name and parentage. 

Per, A gentleman of Tyre, — my name, Pericles ; 
My education been in arts and arms ; 
Who, looking for adventures in the world, — 
Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men. 
And, after shipwreck, driven upon this shore. 

Thai, He thanks your grace ; names himself Pericles* 
A gentleman of Tyre, 
Who only by misfortune of the seas 
Bereft of ships and men, cast on this shore. 

Szm, Now, by the gods, I pity his misfortune. 

And will awake him from his melancholy.— 

Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles. 

And wa§te the time, which looks for other revels. 

Even in your armors, as you are addrcss'd. 

Will very well become a soldier's dance. 

I will not have excuse, with sayine this 

Loud music is too harsh for laaies heads, 

Since they love men in arms as well as beds. 

[The Knights dana. 

f^o, this was well ask'd, 'tNyas so well perform d.—- 

Come, sir ; 

Here is a lady that wants breathing too : 

And I have heard, you knights of Tyre 

Are excellent in making ladies trip ; 

And that their measures are as excellent. 
Per. In those that practice them they are, my lord, 
Sim, O, that's as much as you would be denied 

Of your fair courtesy. [ The Knights and Ladies danct^ 

Unclasp, unclasp : 

Thanks, gentlemen, to all ; all have done well, 
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I To Pericles\ But you the best. — Pages and lights, to 

conduct 
These knights unto their several lodgings ! — [To Pericles\ 

Yours, sir, 
We've given order to be next our own. 

Per, I am at your grace's pleasure. 

Sim, Princes, it is too late to talk of love ; 
And that's the mark I know you level at : 
Therefore each one betake him to his rest ; 
To-morrow all for speeding do their best. \ExeunU 

Scene IV. Tyre. A room in the Governor's house^ 

Enter Helicanus and ESCANES. 

' Hel, No, Escanes ; know this of me, — 
Antiochus from incest liv'd not free : 
For which, the most high gods not minding longer 
To withhold the vengeance that they had in store. 
Due to this heinous capital offense, 
Even in the height and pride of all his glory. 
When he was seated in a chariot 
Of an inestimable value, and his daughter with him, 
A fire from heaven came, and shrivel d up 
Their bodies, even to loathing ; for they so stunk, 
That all those eyes ador'd them ere their fall 
Scorn now their hand should give them burial. 

Esca. *Twas very strange. 

HeL And yet but justice ; for though 

This king were great, his greatness was no guard 
To bar heaven's shaft, but sin hath his reward. 

Esca. 'Tis very true. 

Enter two or three Lords. 

First Lord, See, not a man in private conference 
Or council has respect with him but he. 

Sec, Lord, It shall no longer grieve without reproof. 

Third Lord, And curs'd be he that will not second it. 

First Lord, Follow me, then. — Lord Helicane, a word. 

Hel, With me ? and welcome : — happy day, my lords. 

First Lord, Know that our griefs are risen to the top. 
And now at length they overflow their banks. 
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HeL Your griefs ! for what ? wrong not the prince 

you love. 

First Lord. Wrong not yourself, then, noble Helicane i 
But if the prince do live, let us salute him. 
Or know what ground's made happy by his breath. 
If in the world he live, we'll seek him out ; 
If in his grave he rest, we'll find him there ; 
And be resolv'd he lives to govern us, 
Or dead, gives cause to mourn his funeral. 
And leaves us to our free election. 

Sec. Lord. Whose death's indeed the strongest in our 
censure : 
And knowing this kingdom, if without a head, — 
Like goodly buildings left without a roof, — 
Will soon to ruin fall, your noble self. 
That best know'st how to rule and how to reign. 
We thus submit unto, — our sovereign. 

All. Live, noble Helicane I 

Hel. For honor's cause, forbear your suffrages : 
If that you love Prince Pericles, forbear. 
Take I your wish, I leap into the seas, 
Where's hourly trouble for a minute's ease. 
A twelvemonth longer, let me entreat you 
To forbear the absence of your king ; 
If in which time expir'd, he not return, 
I shall with agdd patience bear your yoke. 
But if I cannot win you to this love. 
Go search like nobles, like noble subjects. 
And in your search spend your adventurous worth ; 
Whom if you find, and win unto return, 
You shall like diamonds sit about his crown. 

First Lord. To wisdom he's a fool that will not yield J 
And since Lord Helicane enjoineth us. 
We with our travels will endeavor it. 

Hel. Then you love us, we you, and we'll clasp hands ; 
When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. Pentapolis. A room in the palace. 

Enter SiMONlDES, reading a letter : the Knights meet 

him.. 

First Knight. Good morrow to the good Simonides, 
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Sim, Knights, from my daughter this I let you know» 
That for this twelvemonth she'ilnot undertake 
A married life. 

Her reason to herself is only known. 
Which yet from her by no means can I get. 

Sec. Knight. May we not get access to her, my lord ? 

Sim. Faith, by no means : she hath so strictly tied her 
To her chamber, that it is impossible. 
One twelve moons more she'll wear Diana's livery ; 
DC This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow'd. 

And on her virgin honor will not break it. 

Third Knight. Loth to bid farewell, we take our leaves^ 

[Exeunt Knights^ 
Sim. So, 
They're well dispatch'd ; now to my daughter's letter: 
She tells me here, she'll wed the stranger knight. 
Or never more to view nor day nor lignt. 
'Tis well, mistress ; your choice agrees with mine ; 
I like that well : — nay, how absolute she's in't. 
Not minding whether I dislike or no I 
Well, I do commend her choice ; 
And will no longer have it be delay'd. — 
Soft I here he comes : I must dissemble it 

Enter Pericles. 

Per. All fortune to the good Simonides I 

Sim. To you as much, sir ! I'm beholding to you 
For your sweet music this last night : 1 do 
Protest my ears were never better fed 
With such delightful pleasing harmony. 

Per. It is your grace's pleasure to commend ; 
Not my desert. 

Sim. Sir, you are music's master. 

Per. The worst of all her scholars, my good lord- 

Sim. Let me ask you one thing : 
What do you think of my daughter, sir ? 

Per. A most virtuous princess. 

Sim, And she is fair too, is she not ? 

Per. As a fair day in summer, — wondrous fain. 

Sim, Sir, my daughter thinks very well of you ; 
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Ay, so well, that you must be her master. 

And she will be your scholar : therefore look to it. 

Per, I am unworthy for her schoolmaster. 

Sim. She thinks not so ; peruse this writing else. 

Per. [aside'] What's here ? 
A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre ! 
•Tis the king's subtilty to have my life. — 
O, seek not to entrap me, gracious lord, 
A stranger and distressed gentleman, 
That never aim'd so high to love your daughter. 
But bent all offices to honor her. 

Sim. Thou hast bewitch'd my daughter, and thou art 
A villain. 

Per, By the gods, I have not : 
Never did thought of mine levy offense ; 
Nor never did my actions yet commence 
A deed might gain her love or your displeasure. 

Sim, Traitor, thou liest. 

Per, Traitor ! 

Sim, Ay, trsutor. 

Per, Even in his throat — unless it be the king — 
That calls me traitor, I return the lie. 

Sim. [aside'] Now, by the gods, I do applaud his courage. 

Per, My actions are as noble as my thoughts. 
That never relish 'd of a base descent. 
I came unto your court for honor's cause. 
And not to be a rebel to her state ; 
And he that otherwise accounts of me, 
This sword shall prove he's honor's enemy. 

Sim, No? 
Here comes my daughter, she can witness it. 

Enter ThaiSA. 

Per, Then, as you are as virtuous as fsur. 
Resolve your angry father, if my tongue 
Did e'er solicit, or my hand subscribe 
To any syllable that made love to you. 

Thai, Why, sir, say if you had, 
Who takes offense at that would make me glad ? 

Sim, Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory? — 
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[Aside] I am' glad on't with all my heart.— 

I'll tame you ; V\\ bring you in subjection. 

Will you, not having my consent, ~~ 

Bestow your love and your affections 

Upon a stranger ? — ' [aside] who, for aught I know. 

May be — nor can I think the contrary — 

As great in blood as I myself. — 

Therefore hear you, mistress ; either frame 

Your will to mine, — and you, sir, hear you. 

Either be rul'd by me, or I will make you — 

Man and wife : — 

Nay, come, your hands and lips must seal it too ; 

And being join'd. Til thus your hopes destroy ; — 

And for a further grief, — God give you joy 1— 

What, are you both pleas'd ? 

Thai. Yes, — if you love me, sii^. 

Per. Even as my life, or blood that fosters it. 

Sim. What, are you both agreed ? 

Both, Yes, ift please your majesty, 

Sim, It pleaseth me so well, that I will see you wed ; 
And then with what haste you can get you to bed. 

[Exeuntt 

ACT III. 

Enter GOWER. 

Gaw, Now sleep yslak^d hath the rout ; 
No din but snores the house about, 
Made louder by the o'er-fed breast 
Of this most pompous marriage-feast. 
The cat, with eyne of burning coal. 
Now couches fore the mouse s hole ; 
And crickets sing at th* oven's mouth. 
Aye the blither for their drouth. 
Hymen hath brought the bride to bed. 
Where, by the loss of maidenhead, 
A babe is molded. — Be attent, 
And time that is so briefly spent 
With your fine fancies quaintly eche : 
What s dumb in show I'll plain with speech. 
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Dumb-Show. 

Enter, from one side, Pericles and Simonides with At- 
tendants ; a Messenger meets them, kneels, and gives 
Pericles a letter: he shows it to Simonides ; 
the Lords kneel to Pericles. Then enter 
ThaiSA with child, and LVCHORIDA. 
Simonides shows his daughter 
the letter ; she rejoices : she 
and Pericles take leave 
of her father, andde* 
part with Ly- 
CHORIDA 
wut their Attendants. Then exeunt SiMONlDES and 

. the rest^ 

By many a dem and painful perch 

Of Pericles the careful search. 

By the four opposing coigns 

Which the world together joins. 

Is made with all due diligence 

That horse and sail and high expense 

Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre — 

Fame answering the most strange inquire-^ 

To the court of King Simonides 

Are letters brought, the tenor these: — 

Antiochus and his daughter dead ; 

The men of Tyrus on the head 

Of Helicanus would set on 

The crown of Tyre, but he will none : 

The mutiny he there hastes t* oppress ; 

Says to 'em, if King Pericles 

Come not home in twice six moons. 

He, obedient to their dooms. 

Will take the crown. The sum of this. 

Brought hither to Pentapolis, 

Yravishdd the regions round, 

And every one with claps can sound, 

•* Our hair-apparent is a* king ! 

Who dream 'd, who thought of such a thing? ** 

Brief, he must hence depart to Tyre : 

His queen with child makes her desire — 

Which who shall cross } — along to go : — 
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Omit we all their dole and woe :— 

Lychorida, her nurse, she takes. 

And so to sea. Their vessel shakes 

On Neptune's billow ; half the flood 

Hath their keel cut : but fortune's mood 

Varies again ; the grisly north. 

Disgorges such a tempest forth, 

That, as a duck for life that dives. 

So up and down the poor ship drives : 

The lady shrieks, and, well-a-near, 

Does fall in travail with her fear : 

And what ensues in this fell storm 

Shall for itself itself perform. 

I nill relate, action may 

Conveniently the rest convey ; 

Which might not what by me is told. 

In your imagination hold 

This stage the ship, upon whose deck 

The sea-tost Pericles appears to spealc \E»A 

Scene I. 

Enter Pericles, on shipboards 

Per. Thou god of this great vast, rebuke these surgeii 
Which wash both heaven and hell ; and thou, that hast 
Upon the winds command, bind them in brass. 
Having recalled them from the deep I O, still 
Thy deafening, dreadful thunders ; gently quench 
Thy nimble, sulphurous flashes I — 0, how, Lychorids, 
How does my queen ? — Thou stormest venomously ; 
Wilt thou spit all thyself? — The seaman's whistle 
Is as a whisper in the ears of death. 
Unheard. — Lychorida ! — Lucina, O 
Divinest patroness, and midwife gentle 
To those that cry by night, convey thy deity 
Aboard our dancing boat ; make swift the pangs 
Of my queen's travail I 

Enter Lychorida, with an Infant. 

Now, Lychorida f 
Lye» Here is a thing too young for such a places 
Who, if it had conceit, would die, as I 
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Am like to do : take In your arms this piece 
Of your dead queen. 

Per, How» how, Lychorida I 

Lye, Patience, good sir; do not assist the storm. 
Here's all that is left living of your queen,— 
A little daughter : for the sake of it. 
Be manly, and take comfort. 

Per, O you gods I 

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts. 
And snatch them straight away ? We here bdow 
Recall not what we give, and therein may 
Vie honor with you. 

Lye. Patience, good sir. 

Even for this charge. 

Per. Now, mild may be thy life! 

For a more blusterous birth had never babe : 
Quiet and gentle thy conditions ! for 
Thou art the rudeliest welcome to this world 
That e'er was prince's child. Happy what ioUows f 
Thou hast as chiding a nativity 
As tire, air, water, earth, and heaven can make. 
To herald thee from the womb : even at the first 
Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit. 
With all thou canst find here. — Now, the good god9 
Throw their best eyes upon't f 

Enter two Sailors. 

First Sail. What courage, sir ? God save you t 

Per, Courage enough : I do not fear the flaw ; 
It hath done to me the worst. Yet, for the love 
Of this poor infant, this fresh-new seafarer, 
I would it would be quiet. 

First Sail, Slack the bolins there ! — Thou wilt not, wflt 
thou ? Blow, and split thyself. 

Sec, Sail, But sea-room, an the brine and cloudy billow 
kiss the moon, I care not. 

First Sail. Sir, your queen must overboard : the sea 
works high, the wind is loud, and will not lie till the ship 
be cleared of the dead. 

Per, That's your superstition. 

First Sail, Pardon us, sir ; with us at sea it hath been 
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atfll obsenred ; and we are strong in custom. Therefore 
briefly yield her ; for she must overboard straight. 

Per. As you think meet. — Most wretched queen ! 

Lye, Here she lies, sir. 

Per, A terrible childbed hast thou had, my dear ; 
No light, no fire : th' unfriendly elements 
Forgot thee utterly ; nor have I time 
To give thee hallow'd to thy grave, but straight 
Must cast thee, scarcely coffin'd, in the ooze ; 
Where, for a monument upon thy bones. 
And aye-remaining lamps, the belching whale 
And humming water must overwhelm thy corpse. 
Lying with simple shells. — O Lychorida, 
Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and paper. 
My casket and my jewels ; and bid Nicander 
Bring me the satin coffer : lay the babe 
Upon the pillow : hie thee, whiles I say 
A priestly farewell to her : suddenly, woman. 

[Exit Lychorida, 

Sec. Sail, Sir, we have a chest beneath the hatchesi 
calked and bitumed ready. 

Per, I thank thee. — Mariner, say what coast is this ? 

Sec, Sail, We are near Tharsus. 

Per, Thither, gentle mariner. 
Alter thy course for Tyre. When canst thou reach it ? 

Sec, Sail, By break of day, if the wind cease. 

Per. O, make for Tharsus I — 
There I will visit Cleon, for the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus : there HI leave it 
At careful nursing. — Go thy ways, good mariner : 
ril bring the body presently. [Exeunt, 

Scene II. Epkesus, A room in Cerimon's house, 

£nterCEKlMO}X,a Servant, and some Persons who hav$ 

been shipwrecked, 

Cer. Philemon, ho I 

Enter PHILEMON. 

Pkii, Doth my lord call ? 
Cer, Get fire and meat for these poor men : 
*T has been a turbulent and stormy night. 
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Serv, I've been in many ; but such a night as this. 
Till now, I ne'er endur'd. 

Cer. Your master will be dead ere you return ; 
There's nothing can be minister'd to nature 
That can recover him. — [ To Philemon] Give this to the 

pothecary. 
And tell me how it works. [Exeunt all except Certmon. 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

First Gent, Good morrow. 

Sec, Gent, Good morrow to your lordship. 

Cer. Gentlemen, 

Why do you stir so early ? 

First Gent, Sir, 
Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea. 
Shook as the earth did quake ; 
The very principals did seem to rend. 
And all to-topple : pure surprise and fear 
Made me to quit the house. 

Sec, Gent, That is the cause we trouble you so early ; 
*Tis not our husbandry. 

Cer, O, you say well. 

First Gent, But I much marvel that your lordship, having 
Rich tire about you, should at these early hours 
Shake off the golden slumber of repose. 
'Tis most strange. 

Nature should be so conversant with pain. 
Being thereto not compell'd. 

Cer, I held it ever, 

Virtue and cunning were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches : careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend ; 
But immortality attends the former. 
Making a man a god. 'Tis known, I ever 
Have studied physic, through which secret art. 
By turning o'er authorities, I have — 
Together with my practice — made familiar 
To me and to my aid the blest infusions 
That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones ; 
And I can speak of the disturbances 
That nature works, and of her cures ; which doth give me 
A more content in course of true delight 
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TTian do 6e chirsty after tottering honor. 
Or tie my treasure up in silken bags. 
To please the fool and death. 

Sec, Gent, Your honor has through Ephesus pour'd forth 
Your charity, and hundreds call themselves 
Your creatures, who by you have been restor'd : 
And not your knowledge, your personal pain, but even 
Your purse, still open, hatn built Lord Cerimon 
Such strong renown as- time shall never raze. 

Enter two or three Servants with a chest. 

First Serv, So ; lift there. 

Cer, What is that ? 

First Sen/, Sir, even now 

Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest : 
'Tis of some wreck, 

Cer, Set't down, let's look upon't. 

Sec, Gent, 'Tis like a coffin, sir. 

Cer, Whate'er it be, 

'Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight : 
If the sea's stomach be overcharged with gold, 
'Tis a good constraint of fortune it belches upon us. 

Sec, Gent, 'Tis so, my lord. 

Cer, How close 'tis calk'd and bitum'd I — 

Did the sea cast it up ? 

Ft'rst Serv, I never saw so huge a billow, sir. 
As toss'd it upon shore. 

Cer, Wrench it open ; 

Soft 1 — it smells most sweetly in my sense. 

Sec, Gent, A delicate odor. 

Cer, As ever hit my nostril. — So, up with it.— 
O you most potent gods ! what's here ? a corse I 

First Gent, Most strange I 

Cer, Shrouded in cloth of state; balm 'd and entreasur'd 
With full bags of spices ! A passport too ! — 
Apollo, perfect me in the characters I [Reads from a scroti, 

" Here I give to understand, — 
If e'er this coffin drive a-land, — 
I, King Pericles, have lost 
'This queen, worth all our mundane cost. 
W ho finds her, give her burying ; 
She was the daughter of a king : 
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Besides this treasure for a fee. 
The gods requite his charity 1 " 

If thou liv'st, Pericles, thou hast a heart 

That even cracks for woe 1 — This chanc'd to-night. 

Sec. Gent, Most likely, sir. 

Cer, Nay, certainly to-night ; 

For look how fresh she looks ! — They were too rough 
That threw her in the sea. — Mak^ a fire within : 
Fetch hither all my boxes in my closet. — [Exit a Servants 
Death may usurp on nature many hours. 
And yet the fire of life kindle again 
The o'erpress'd spirits. I heard of an Egyptian 
That had nine hours lien dead. 
Who was by good appliances recover'd. 

Re-enter a Servant, with boxes, napkins, and fire* 

m 

Well said, well said ; the fire and cloths.— 

The rough and woful music that we have. 

Cause it to sound, beseech you. 

The viol once more : — how thou stirr'st, thou block I — 

The music there 1 — I pray you, give her air. — 

Gentlemen, this queen will live : nature awakes ; 

A warmth breathes out of her : she hath not been 

Entranc'd above five hours : see how she gins 

To blow into life's flower again f 

Eirst Gent. The heavens. 

Through you, increase our wonder, and set up " 
Your fame for ever. 

Cer, She's alive ; behold, 

Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels 
Which Pericles hath lost, begin to part 
Their fringes of bright gold ; the diamonds 
Of a most praisM water do appear, 
To make the world twice rich. — O, live, and make 
Us weep to hear your fate, fair creature. 
Rare as you seem to be ! \She tnoves^ 

Thai, O dear Diana, 

Where am I ? Where's my lord ? What world is this ? 

Sec. Gent. Is not this strange ? 

First Gent, Most rare. 

Cer. Hush, my gentle neighbors ! 
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Lend me your hands ; to the next chamber bear her. 
Get linen : now this matter must be look'd to. 
For her relapse is mortal. Come, come ; 
And iEsculapius guide us ! 

{Exeunt, carrying out Thatsa. 

Scene III. Tharsus, A room in the Governor's 

house. 

Enter Pericles, Cleon, Dionyza, and Lychorida 

with Marina in her arms. 

Per, Most honor'd Cleon, I must needs be gone ; 
My twelve months are expir'd, and Tyrus stands 
In a litigious peace. You, and your lady. 
Take from my heart all thankfulness ! The gods 
Make up the rest upon you ! 

Cle, Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt you mor- 
tally. 
Yet glance full wanderingly on us. 

Dion, O your sweet queen ! 

That the strict Fates had pleas'd you had brought her 

hither, 
T' have bless'd mine eyes with her ! 

Per, We cannot but obey 

The powers above us. Could I rage and roar 
As doth the sea she lies in, yet the end 
Must be as 'tis. My gentle babe Marina, — whom. 
For she was born at sea, I've nam'd so, — here 
I charge your charity withal, leaving her 
The infant of your care ; beseeching you 
To give her princely training, that she may be 
Manner'd as she is born. 

Cle, Fear not, my lord, but think 

Your grace, that fed my country with your com, — 
For which the people's prayers still fall upon you, — 
Must in your child be thought on. If neglection 
Should therein make me vile, the common body. 
By you reliev'd, would force me to my duty : 
But i£ to that my nature need a spur. 
The gpds revenge it upon me and mine. 
To the end of generation ! 
V Per. I believe you ; 
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Your honor and your goodness teach me to't. 
Without your vows. — Till she be married, madam. 
By bright Diana, whom we honor, all 
Unscissar'd shall this hair of mine remain. 
Though I show ill in't. So I take my leave. 
Good madam, make me blessdd in your care 
In bringing up my child. 

Dion. I've one myself. 

Who shall not be more dear to my respect 
Than yours, my lord. 

Per, Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cle. Well bring your grace e'en to the edge o* the 
shore. 
Then give you up to the mask*d Neptune and 
The gentlest winds of heaven. 

Per, I will embrace 

Your offer. Come, dearest madam. — O, no tears, 
Lychorida, no tears : 

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace 
You may depend hereafter. — Come, my lord. [Exeunt^ 

Scene IV. Ephesus. A room in Cerimon's houses 
Enter Cerimon ^w^/Thaisa. 

Cer, Madam, this letter, and some certain jewels. 
Lay with you in your coffer : which are now 
At your command. Know you the character ? 

Thai, It is my lord's. 
That I was shipp'd at sea, I will remember. 
Even on my eaning time ; but whether there 
Deliver 'd, by the holy gods, 
I cannot rightly say. But since King Periclci, 
My wedded lord, I ne'er shall see again, 
A vestal livery will I take me to. 
And never more have joy. 

Cer, Madam, if this you purpose as ye speak, 
Diana's temple is not distant far, 
Where you may abide till your date expire. 
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. 

Thai, My recompense is thanks, that's all ; 
Y«t my good will is great, though the gift small. lExeuni, 
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ACT IV. 

Enter GOWER. 

Gow, Imagine Pericles arriv'd at Tyn; 
Welcom'd and settled to his own desire. 
His woful queen we leave at Ephesus, 
Unto Diana there a votaress. 
Now to Marina bend your mind, 
Whom our fast-growing scene must find 
At Tharsus, and by Cleon train *d 
In music, letters ; who hath gain'd 
Of education all the grace. 
Which makes her both the heart and plaC0 
Of general wonder. But, alack, 
That monster envy, oft the wrack 
Of earned praise, Marina's life 
Seeks to take off by treason's knife. 
And in this kind hath our Cleon 
One daughter, and a wench full grown« 
Even ripe for marriage-rite ; this maid 
Hight Philoten : and it is said 
For certain in our story, she 
Would ever with Marina be : 
Be't when she weav'd the sleided silk 
With fingers long, small, white as milk ; 
Or when she would with sharp neeld wound 
The cambric, which she made more sound 
By hurting it ; or when to the lute 
She sung, and made the night-bird mute* 
That still records with moan ; or when 
She would with rich and constant pen 
Vail to her mistress Dian ; still 
This Philoten contends in skill 
With absolute Marina : so 
With the dove of Paphos might the crow 
Vie feathers white. Marina gets 
All praises, which are paid as debts. 
And not as given. This so darks 
In Philoten all graceful marks. 
That Cleon 's wife, with envy rare, 
A present murderer does prepare 
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For good Marina, that her daughter 
Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 
The sooner her vile thoughts to stead, 
Lychorida, our nurse, is dead : 
-And cursed Dionyza hath 
The pregnant instrument of wrath 
Prest for this blow. Th' unborn event 
.1 do commend to your content : 
Only I carry winged time 
Post on the lame feet of my rhyme ; 
Which never could I so convey. 
Unless your thoughts went on my way-— 
Dionyza does appear, 
With Leonine, a murderer, [Exit. 

Scene I. Tharsus, An open place near the sea-shore. 
Enter DiONYZA and Leonine. 

Dion, Thy oath remember ; thou hast sworn to do't : 
Tis but a blow, which never shall be known. 
Thou canst not do a thing in the world so soon, 
To yield thee so much profit. Let not conscience. 
Which is but cold, inflaming love in thy bosom. 
Inflame too nicely ; nor let pityr which 
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but be 
A soldier to thy purpose, 

Leon, I'll do't ; but yet she is a goodly creature. 

Dion, The fitter, then, the gods should have her.-^ 
Here 
She comes weeping for her only mistress' death.— 
Thou art resolv'd t 

Leon, I am resolv'd. 

Enter Marina, with a basket of flowers. 

Mar, No, I will rob Tellus of her weed. 
To strew thy green with flowers ; the yellows, blues. 
The purple violets, and marigolds. 
Shall, as a carpet, hang upon thy grave. 
While summer-days do last. — Ay me I poor maid. 
Born in a tempest, when my moXYvtx ^\«A, 
This world to me is like a laslmg sXOTtCi* 
Whirring me from my friends. 
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Dion, How now, Marina ? why do you keep alone ? 
How chance my daughter is not with you ? Do not 
Consume your blood with sorrowing : you have 
A nurse of me. Lord, how your favor's chang'd 
With this unprofitable woe ! Come, 
Give me your flowers, ere the sea mar it. 
Walk with Leonine ; the air is quick there, 
And it pierces and sharpens the stomach. — Come> 
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 

Mar. No, I pray you ; 
rU not bereave you of your servant, 

Dion, Come, come; 

I love the king your father, and yourself. 
With more than foreign heart. We every day 
Expect him here : when he shall come, and find 
Our paragon to all reports thus blasted. 
He will repent the breadth of his great voyage ; 
Blame both my lord and me, that we have taken 
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you. 
Walk, and be cheerful once again ; reserve 
That excellent complexion, which did steal 
The eyes of young and old. Care not for me ; 
I can go home alone. 

Mar. Well, I will go ; 

But yet I've no desire to it. 

Dion. Come, come, 

I know 'tis good for you. — 
Walk half an hour. Leonine, at the least : 
Remember \yhat I've said, 

Leon. I warrant you, madam. 

Dion. I'll leave you, my sweet lady, for a while: 
Pray, walk softlv, do not heat your blood : 
What I I must have a care of you. 

Mar. My thanks, sweet madam.—* 

\Exit Dionyzm. 
Is this wind westerly that blows ? 

Leon. South-west. 

Mar. When I was bom, the wind was north. 

Leon. Was't SO-F 

Mar. My father, as nurs^ said, d\d \\rn« ^^-ax^ 
But cried " Good seametvl" Vo >l\v^ ^'i^w^>5g^'^'^ 
His kingly hands. haWng topes \ 
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And, clasping to the mast, endur'd a sea 
That almost burst the deck. 

Leon. When was this ? 

Mar. When I was born : 
Never was waves nor wind more violent ; 
And from the ladder-tackle washes off 
A canvas-climber. " Ha ! " says one, " wilt out?" 
And with a dropping industry they skip 
From stem to stern : the boatswain whistles, and 
The master calls, and trebles their confusion. 

Leo7i, Come, say your prayers. 

Mar, What mean you ? 

Leon. If you require a little space for prayer, 
I grant it : pray ; but be not tedious, for 
The gods are quick of ear, and I am sworn 
To do my work with haste. 

Mar, Why will you kill me ? 

Leon, To satisfy my lady. 

Mar, Why would she have me kill'd ? 
Now, as I can. remember, by my troth, 
I never did her hurt in all my life : 
I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn 
To any living creature : believe me, la, 
I never kill'd a mouse, nor hurt a fiy : 
I trod upon a worm once 'gainst my will. 
But I wept for it. How have I offended, 
Wherein my death might yield her any profit. 
Or my life imply her any danger ? 

Leon, My commission 
Is not to reason of the deed, but do it. 

Mar, You will not do't for all the world, I hope. 
You are well-favor'd, and your looks foreshow 
You have a gentle heart. I saw you lately. 
When you caught hurt in parting two that fought : 
Good sooth, it show'd well in you : do so now : 
Your lady seeks my life ; come you between. 
And save poor me, the weaker. 

Leon. I am sworn. 

And will dispatch. 

Enter Pirates, whilst Marina is struggling. 

First Pirate, Hold, villain I [Leonine runs away, 
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Sec, Pirate, A prize ! a prize ! 

Third Pirate, Half-part, mates, half-part. Come, let's 
have her aboard suddenly. [Exeunt Pirates with Marina. 

Reenter LEONINE. 

Leon, These roguing thieves serve the great pirate 
Valdes ; 
And they have seiz'd Marina. Let her go : 
There's no hope she'll return. I'll swear she's dead. 
And thrown into the sea. — But I'll see further : 
Perhaps they will but please themselves upon her, 
Not carry her aboard. If she remain, 
Whom tney have ravish *d must by me be slain. [Exit, 

Scene II. Mytitene, A room in a brotheL 
Enter Pander, Bawd, and BouLT, 

Pand, Boult, — 

Boult, Sir? 

Pand, Search the market narrowly ; Mytilene is full of 
gallants. We lost too much money this mart by being , 
too wenchless. 

Bawd, We were never so much out of creatures. We 
have but poor three, and they can do no more than they 
can do ; and with continual action are even as good as 
rotten. 

Pand, Therefore let's have fresh ones, whate'er. we 
pay for them. If there be not a conscience to be used in 
every trade, we shall never prosper. 

Bawd, Thou sayest true : 'tis not our bringing up of 
poor bastards,— as, I think, I have brought up some 
eleven, — 

Boult, Ay, to eleven ; and brought them down again. — 
But shall I search the market ? 

Bawd, What else, man } The stuff we have, a strong 
wind will blow it to pieces, they are so pitifully sodden, 

Pand, Thou sayest true ; they're too unwholesome, o' 
conscience. The poor Transylvanian is dead, that lay 
with the little baggage. 

Boult. Ay, she quickly pooped him; she made him 
roast-meat lor worms. — But I'll go search the market. 

[Exit, 
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Pand. Three or four thousand chequins were as pretty 
a proportion to live quietly, and so give over. 

Bawd, Why to give over, I pray you ? is it a shame 
to get v^hen we are old ? 

Pand, O, our credit comes not in like the commodity, 
nor the commodity wages not with the danger : there- 
fore, if in our youths we could pick up some pretty es- 
tate, 'twere not amiss to keep our door hatched. Be- 
sides, the sore terms we stand upon with the gods will 
be strong with us for giving over. 

Bawd, Come, other sorts offend as well as we. 

Pand, As well as we I ay, and better too ; we offend 
worse. Neither is our profession any trade ; it's no call- 
ing. — But here comes Boult. 

Re-enter BoULT, with MARINA and the Pirates. 

Boult, [to Marina"] Come your ways. — My masters, 
you say she's a virgin ? 

Pirst Pirate, O, sir, we doubt it not. 

Boult, Master, I have gone through for this piece, you 
see : if you like her, so ; if not, I have lost my earnest. 

Bawd, Boult, has she any qualities ? 

Boult, She has a good face, speaks well, and has ex- 
cellent good clothes : there's no further necessity of qual- 
ities can make her be refused. 

Bawd, What's her price, Boult ? 

Boult, I cannot be bated one doit of a thousand pieces. 

Pand, Well, follow me, my masters, you shall have 
your money presently. — Wife, take her in ; instruct her 
what she has to do, that she may not be raw in her en- 
tertainnient. [Exeunt Pander and Pirates, 

Bawd, Boult, take you the marks of her, — the color 
of her hair, complexion, height, age, with warrant of her 
virginity ; and cry, •' He that will give most shall have 
her first." Such a maidenhead were no cheap thing, if 
men were as they have been. Get this done as I com* 
mand you. 

Boult, Performance shall follow. [Exii, 

Mar, Alack that Leonine was so slack, so slow ! 
He should have struck, not spoke; or that these pirates — 
Not enough barbarous — had not o'erboard thrown me 
^ For to seek my mother ! 
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Bawd, Why lament you, pretty one ? 

Mar, That I am pretty. 

Bawd, Come, the gods have done their part in yoa. 

Mar. I accuse them not. 

Bawd, You are light into my hands, where you are 
like to live. 

Mar, The more my fault, ^ 

To scapft his hands where I was like to die. 

Bawd. Ay, and you shall live in pleasure. 

Mar, No. 

Bawd. Yes, indeed shall you, and taste gentlemen of 
all fashions: you shall fare well; you shall have the 
difference of all complexions. What I do you stop your 
ears? 

Mar, Are you a woman ? 

Bawd, What would you have me be, an I be not a 
woman ? 

Mar, An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Bawd, Marry, whip thee, gosling: I think I shall 
have something to do with you. Come, you're a young 
foolish sapling, and must be bowed as I would have you. 

Mar, The gods defend me I 

Bawd, If it please the gods to defend you by men,, 
then men must comfort you, men must feed you, mea 
must stir you up. — Boult's returned. 

Re-^nter BOULT. 

Now, sir, hast thou cried her through the market ? 

Boult. I have cried her almost to the number of her 
hairs ; I have drawn her picture with my voice. 

Bawd, And I prithee tell me, how dost thou find the 
inclination of the people, especially of the younger sort ? 

BouJt, Faith, they listened to me as they would have 
hearkened to their father's testament. There was a 
Spaniard's mouth so watered, that he went to bed to her 
very description. 

Bawd, We shall have him here to-morrow with his 
best ruff on. 

Boult, To-night, to-night. But, mistress, do you 
know the French knight that cowers i' the hams ? 

Bawd, Who, Monsieur Veroles ? 

Boult, Ay : he offered to cut a caper at the proclama> 
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tion ; but he made a groan at it, and swore he would see 
her to-morrow. 

Bawd, Well, well ; as for him, he brought his disease 
hither : here he does but repair it. I know he will come 
in our shadow, to scatter his crowns in the sun. 

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a traveler, we 
should lodge them with this sign. 

Bawd. \to Mar."] Pray you, come hither awhile. You 
have fortunes coming upon you. — Mark me : you must 
seem to do that fearfully which you commit willingly ; to 
despise profit where you have most gain. To weep that 
you live as you do makes pity in your lovers : seldom but 
that pity begets you a good opinion, and that opinion a 
mere profit. 

Mar. I understand you not. 

Boult, O, take her home, mistress, take her home : 
these blushes of hers must be quenched with some pres- 
ent practice. 

Bawd, Thou sayest true, i* faith, so they must ; for 
your bride goes to that with shame which is her way to 
go with warrant. 

Boult, Faith, some do, and some do not. But, mis- 
tress, if I have bargained for the joint, — 

Bawd, Thou mayst cut a morsel off the spit. 

Boult, I may so. 

Bawd, Who should deny it? — Come, young one, I 
like the manner of your garments well, 

Boult, Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed yet. 

Bawd, Boult, spend thou that in the town : report 
what a sojourner we have ; you'll lose nothing by cus- 
tom. When nature framed this piece, she meant thee a 
good turn ; therefore say what a paragon she is, and 
thou hast the harvest out of thine own report. 

Boult, I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall not so 
awake the beds of eels as my giving out her beauty stir 
up the lewdly-inclined. I'll bring home some to-night. 

Bawd, Come your ways ; follow me. 

Mar, If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep. 
Untied I still my virgin knot will keep. 
Diana, aid my purpose I 

Bawd, What have we to do with Diana ? Pray you, 
will you go with us ? [Exeunt. 
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SCEN£ III. Tharsus* A room in the Governor's house^ 
Enter Cleon and Dionyza. 

Dion, Why, are you foolish ? Can it be undone ? 

Cle, O Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter 
The sun and moon ne'er look'd upon ! 

Dion. I think 

You'll turn a child aeain. 

Cle, Were I chief lord of all this spacious world, 
rd give it to undo the deed. — O lady, 
Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess 
To equal any single crown o' th' earth 
V the justice of compare ! — O villain Leonirte f 
Whom thou hast poison 'd too : 
If thou hadst drunk to him, 't had been a kindness 
Becoming well thy fact : what canst thou say 
When noble Pericles shall demand his child ? 

Dion, That she is dead. Nurses are not the Fatefli 
To foster it, nor ever to preserve. 
She died at night ; I'll say so. Who can cross it ? 
Unless you play the pious innocent, 
And for an nonest attribute cry out 
" She died by foul play." 

Cle, O, go to. Well, well. 

Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the gods 
Do like this worst. 

Dion, Be one of those that think 

The pretty wrens of Tharsus will fly hence. 
And open this to Pericles. I do shame 
To think of what a noble strain you are. 
And of how coward a spirit. 

Cle. To such proceeding 

Who ever but his approbation added, 
Though not his prime consent he did not flow 
From honorable sources. 

Dion. Be't so then : 

Yet none does know, but you, how she came dead. 
Nor none can know now. Leonine being gone. 
She did distain my child, and stood between 
Her and her fortunes : none would look on her. 
But cast their gazes on Marina's face ; 
Whilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin, 
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Not worth the time of day. It pierc'd me thorough ; 
And though you call my course unnatural. 
You not your child well loving, yet I find 
It greets me as an enterprise of kindness 
Performed to our sole daughter. 

Cle, Heavens forgive it 1 

Dion, And as for Pericles, 
What should he say ? We wept after her hearse* 
And yet we mourn : her monument 
Is almost finish 'd, and her epitaphs 
In glittering golden characters express 
A general praise to her, and care in us 
At whose es^ense 'tis done. 

Cle, Thou'rt like the harpy. 

Which, to betray, dost, with thine angel's face. 
Seize with thine eagle's talons. 

Dion, You are like one that superstitiously 
Doth swear to the gods that winter kills the' flies : 
But yet I know you'll do as I advise. [Exeunt^ 

Enter Gower, before the monument of Marina at 

Tharsus. 

Gow, Thus time we waste, and longest leagues mako 
short ; 
Sail seas in cockles, have an wish but for't ; 
Making — to take your imagination— 
From bourn to bourn, region to region. 
By you being pardon 'd, we commit no crime 
To use one language in each several clime 
Where our scenes seem to live. I do beseech you 
To learn of me, who stand i' the gaps to teach you. 
The stages of our story. Pericles 
Is now again thwarting the wayward seas, 
Attended on by many a lord and knight. 
To see his daughter, all his life's delight. 
Old Escanes, whom Helicanus late 
Advanced in time to great and high estate. 
Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind. 
Old Helicanus goes along behind. 
Well-sailing ships and bounteous winds have brought 
This king to Tharsus — think his pilot thought ; 



dciry.\ PERICLES, iScm§M. 

So with his steeraefe shall your thoughts grow on — 
To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone. 
Like motes and shadows see them move awhile ; 
Your ears unto your eyes I'll reconcile. 

Dumb-Show. 

Enter, from one side^ Pericles with his Train ; from 
the other, Cleon and DiONYZA. Cleon shows 
Pericles the tomb ^t/" Marina; whereat Peri- 
cles makes lamentation^ puts on sackcloths 
and in a mighty passion departs. Then 
exeunt Cleon and Dionyza. 

See how belief may suffer by foul show I 

This borrow'd passion stands for true old woe ; 

And Pericles, in sorrow all devour'd, 

With sighs shot through and biggest tears o'ershower'd, 

Leaves Tharsus, and again embarks. He swears 

Never to wash his face, nor cut his hairs : 

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He bears 

A tempest, which his mortal vessel tears, 

And yet he rides it out. Now please you wit 

The epitaph is for Marina writ 

By wicked Dionyza. 

\Reads the inscription on Marina*s monumenA 
" The fairest, sweet'st, and best lies here. 
Who withered in her spring of year. 
She was of Tyrus the king's daughter, 
On whom foul death hath made this slaughter ; 
Marina was she call'd ; and at her birth, 
Thetis, being proud, swallow'd some part o' th' earth : 
Therefore the earth, fearing to be o*erflow*d, 
Hath Thetis' birth-child on the heavens bestow'd : 
Wherefore she does — and swears she'll never stint — 
Make raging battery upon shores of flint." 

No visor doth become black villainy 

So well as soft and tender flattery. 

Let Pericles believe his daughter's dead. 

And bear his courses to be ordered 

By Lady Fortune ; while our scene must play 

riis daughter's woe and heavy well-a-day 
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In her unholy service. Patience, then. 

And think you now are all in Mytilen. [Exii^ 

Scene IV. Mytilene. A street before the brotheU 
Enter ^ from the brothel, two Gentlemen. 

First Gent. Did you ever hear the like ? 

Sec, Gent, No, nor never shall do in such a place as 
this, she being once gone. 

First Gent, But to have divinity preached there ! did 
you ever dream of such a thing ? 

Sec, Gent, No, no. Come, I am for no more bawdy- 
houses : — shall's go hear the vestals sing } 

First Gent, I'll do any thing now that is virtucus ; but 
I am out of the road of rutting for ever. [Exeunt^ 

Scene V. The same, A room in the brothel. 
Enter Pander, Bawd, and IJOULT. 

Pand, Well, I had rather than ♦.wice the worth of her 
she had ne'er come here. 

Bawd, Fie, fie upon her I 'jne*s able to freeze the god 
Priapus, and undo a whole generation. We must either 
get her ravished, or be ric' of her. When she should do 
for clients her fitment, j>..nd do me the kindness of our 
profession, she has me her quirks, her reasons, her mas- 
ter reasons, her prayers., her knees ; that she would make 
a puritan of the devil, il he should cheapen a kiss of her. 

Boult. Faith, I must ravish her, or she'll disfurnish us 
of all our cavaliers, and make all our swearers priests. 

Pand, Now, the pox upon her green-sickness for me ! 

Bawd, Faith, there's no way to be rid on't but by the 
way to the pox.— Here comes the Lord Lysimachus dis- 
guised. 

Boult, We should have both lord and lown, if the 
peevish baggage would but give way to customers. 

Enter LysimacHUS. 

Lys, How now I How a dozen of virginities ? 
Bawd, Now, the gods to-bless your honor ! 
Boult, I am glad to see your honor in good health. 
Lys, You may so ; 'tis the better for you that your re- 
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sorters Stand upon sound legs. How now, wholesome 
iniquity f Have you that a man may deal withal, and 
defy the surgeon ? 

Bawd. We have here one, sir, if she would — but there 
never came her liice in Mytilene. 

Lys, If she'd do the deed of darkness, thou wouldst say. 

Bawd. Your honor knows what 'tis to say well enough. 

Lys, Well, call forth, call forth. 

Boult, For flesh and blood, sir, white and red, you shall 
see a rose ; and she were a rose indeed, if she had but — 

Lys. What, prithee ? 

Boult, O, sir, I can be modest. 

Lys, That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no less than 
it gives a good report to a number to be chaste. {Exit Boult* 

Bawd, Here comes that which grows to the stalk,— 
never plucked yet, I can assure you. 

Re-enter BouLT with MARINA. 

Is she not a fair creature ? 

Lys, Faith, she would serve after a long voyage at sea. 
Well, there's for you : — leave us. 

Bawd, I beseech your honor, give me leave : a word, 
and I'll have done presently. 

Lys, I beseech you, do. 

Bawd, [to Marina] First, I would have you note, this 
is an honorable man. 

Mar, I desire to find him so, that I may worthily note 
him. 

Bawd. Next, he's the governor of this country, and a 
man whom I am bound to. 

Mar, If he govern the country, you are bound to him 
indeed ; but how honorable he is in that, I know not. 

Bawd, Pray you, without any more virginal fencing, 
will you use him kindly ? He will line your apron with gold. 

Mar, What he will do graciously, I will thankfully 
receive. 

Lys, Ha* you done ? 

Bawd, My lord, she's not paced yet : you must take 
some pains to work her to your manage. — Come, we will 
leave his honor and her together. — Go thy ways. 

UExeunt Bawd^ Pander^ and Bault„ 
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Lys, Now, pretty one, how long have you been at this 
trade? 

Mar, What trade, sir ? 

Lys, Why, I cannot name't but I shall offend. 

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade. Please you 
to name it. 

Lys, How long have you been of this profession ? 

Mar, E'er since I can remember. 

Lys, Did you go to't so young ? Were you a gamester 
at five or at seven ? 

Mar, Earlier too, sir, if now I be one. 

Lys, Why, the house you dwell in proclaims you to be 
a creature of sale. 

Mar, Do you know this house to be a place of such re- 
sort, and will come into't ? I hear say you are of honor* 
able parts, and are the governor of this place. 

Lys, Why, hath your principal made known unto you 
who I am ? 

Mar, Who is my principal ? 

Lys, Why, your herb-woman ; she that sets seeds and 
roots of shame and iniquity. O, you have heard some- 
thing of my power, and so stand aloof for more serious 
wooing. But I protest to thee, pretty one, my authority 
shall not see thee, or else look friendly upon thee. 
Come, bring me to some private place : come, come. 

Mar, If you were bom to honor, show it now ; 
If put upon you, make the judgment good 
That thought you worthy of it. 

Lys, How's this? how's this? — Some more; — be 
sage. 

Mar, For me. 

That am a maid, though most ungentle fortune 
Have plac'd me in this sty, wher?, since I came, 
Diseases have been sold dearer than physic, — 
O, that the gods 

Would set me free from this unhallow'd place. 
Though they did change me to the meanest bird 
That flies i' the purer air ! 

Lys, I did not think 

'Thou couldst have spoke so well ; ne'er dream 'd thou 

couldst. 
Had I brought hither a corrupted mind, 
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Thy speech had alter'd it. Hold, there's gold lor thee : 
Pers6ver in that clear way thou goest. 
And the gods strengthen thee ! 

Mar, The good gods preserve you t 

Lys, For me, be you thoughten 
That I came with no ill intent ; for to me 
The very doors and windows savor vilely. ' 

Fare thee well. Thou art a piece of virtue » and 
I doubt not but thy training hath been noble^r— 
Hold, here's more gold for thee. — 
A curse upon him, die he like a thief. 
That robs thee of thy goodness ! If thou dost 
Hear from me, it shall be for thy good* 

Reenter BOULT. 

BaulL I beseech your honor, one piece for me, 

Lys. Avaunt, thou damned doorkeeper I 
Your house, but for this virgin that doth prop it. 
Would sink, and overwhelm you. Away I [Exit, 

Boult, How's this ? We must take another course with 
you. If your peevish chastity, which is not worth a break- 
fast in the cheapest country under th« cope, shall undo a 
whole household, let me be gelded like a spaniel. Come 
your ways. 

Mar, Whither would you have me ? 

Boult, I must have your maidenhead taken off, or the 
common hangman shall execute it. Come your ways. 
We'll have no more gentlemen driven away. Come your 
ways, I say. 

Re-enter Bawd. ^ 

Bawd, How now I what's the matter ? 

Boult, Worse and worse, mistress ; she has here spok* 
en holy words to the Lord Lysimachus, 

Bawd, O abominable I 

Boult, She makes our profession as it were to stink 
afore the face of the gods. 

Bawd Marry, hang her up for ever ! 

Boult, The nobleman would have dealt with her like a 
nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as a snowball ; 
saying his prayers too. 

Bawd, Boult, take her away ; use her at thy pleasure: 
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crack the glass of her virginity, and make the rest mal- 
leable. 

Boult, An if she were a thornier piece of ground than 
she is, she shall be plowed. 

Mar, Hark, hark, you gods I 

Bawd, She conjures : away with her ! Would she had 
never come within my doors ! Marry, hang you I — She's 
born to undo us. — Will you not go the way of women- 
kind ? Marry, come up, my dish of chastity with rosemary 
and bays ! \Exit^ 

Boult, Come, mistress ; come your ways with me. 

Mar, Whither wilt thou have me ? 

Boult, To take away from you the jewel you hold se 
dear. 

Mar, Prithee, tell me one thing first. 

Boult, Come now, your one thing. 

Mar, What canst thou wish thine enemy to be? 

Boult, Why, I could wish him to be my master, or 
rather my mistress. 

Mar, Neither of these are so bad as thou art. 
Since they do better thee in their command. 
Thou holdst a place, for which the pained 'st fiend 
Of hell would not in reputation change : 
Thou art the damned doorkeeper to every 
Coistrel that comes inquiring for his Tib ; 
To the choleric fisting of eveiy rogue 
Thy ear is liable ; thy food is such 
As hath been belch 'd on by infected lungs. 

Boult, What would you have me do } go to the wars, 
would you } wbere a man may serve seven years for the 
loss of a leg, and have not money enough in the end to 
buy him a wooden one ? 

Mar, Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty 
Old receptacles, or common shores, of filth ; 
Serve by indenture to the common hangman : 
Any of these ways are yet better than this ; 
For what thou professest, a baboon, could he speak» 
Would own a name too dear. — O, that the gods 
Would safely from this place deliver me ! — 
Here, here's gold for thee. 
If that thy master would gain by me. 
Proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance, 
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With other virtues, which I'll keep from boast ; 
And I will undertake all these to teach. 
I doubt not but this populous city will 
Yield many scholars. 

Boult, But can you teach all this you speak of ? 

Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again* 
And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

Boult, Well, I will see what I can do for thee : if I can 
place thee, I will. 

Mar, But amongst honest women. 

Boult. Faith, my acquaintance lies little amongst them. 
But since my master and mistress have bought you,, 
there's no going but by their consent : therefore I will 
make them acquainted with your purpose, and I doubt 
not but I shall find them tractable enough. Come, I'll do 
for thee what I can ; come your ways. \Exeunt., 

ACT V, 

Enter GOWER. 

Gam. Marina thus the brothel scapes, and chances 
Into an honest house, our story says. 
She sings like one immortal, and she dances 
As goddess-like to her admired lays ; 
Deep clerks she dumbs ; and with her neeld composes 
Nature's own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry. 
That even her art sisters the natural roses ; 
Ho* inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cherry : 
That pupils lacks she none of noble race. 
Who pour their bounty on her ; and her gain 
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place ; 
And to her father turn our thoughts again, 
Where we left him, on the sea. We there him lost : 
Whence, driven before the winds, he is arriv'd 
Here where his daughter dwells ; and on this coast 
Suppose him now at anchor. The city striv'd 
God Neptune's annual feast to keep : from whence 
L^fsimachus our Tynan ship espies. 
His banners sable, trimm'd witn rich expense ; 
And to him in his bar(|re with fervor hies. 
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In your supposing once more put your sight 

Of heavy Pericles ; think this his bark : 

Where what is done in action, more, if might. 

Shall be discover'd ; please you, sit, and hark. [Exit. 

Scene I. On board Pericles' ship, off MytiUne. A 

pavilion on deck^ with a curtain befon »t 

Pericles «//M/>f //, reclined on a coucn. A 

barge lying beside the Tyrian vessel. 

£nter two Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian vessel 
the other to the barge; to them HeliCANUS. 

Tyr. Sail. [ To the Sailor of Mytilene.] Where is Lord 
Helicane ? he can resolve you. 
O, here he is.— 

Sir, there's a barge put off from Mytilene, 
And in it is Lysimachus the governor, 
Who craves to come aboard. What is your will ? 

Hel, That he have his. Call up some e^entlemen. 

7yr. Sail, Ho, gentlemen 1 my lord calls. 

Enter two or three Gentlemen. 

First Gent. Doth your lordship call ? 
Hel. Gentlemen, there's some of worth would come 
aboard : 
f pray ye, greet them fairly. 

[ The Gentlemen and the two Sailors descend, and 
go on board the barge. 

Enter^from thence, Lysimachus and Lords, with thi 
Gentlemen and the two Sailors. 

Tyr. Sail. Sir, 
This is the man that can. In aught you would, 
Hesolve you. 

Lys, Hail, reverend sir I the gods preser\'e you ! 

HeL And you, sir, to outlive the age I am. 
And die as I would do. 

Lys. You wish me well. 

Being on shore, honoring of Neptune's triumphf* 
Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us, 
1 made to it, to know of whence vou are. 

Hil. First, what is your place r 
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Lys. I am the governor 

Of this place you He before. 

Hel. Sir, 
Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king ; 
A man who for this three months hath not spoken 
To any one, nor taken sustenance 
But to prorogue his grief. 

Lys. Upon what ground is his distemperature ? 

Hel, Twould be too tedious to repeat ; 
But the main grief springs from the Iqss 
Of a belovdd daughter and a wife. 

Lys, May we not see him ? 

HeL You may ; 
But bootless is your sight, — he will not speak 
To any. 

Lys. Yet let me obtain my wish. 

Hel. Behold him. \ Draws the curtain^ and dtscaviTM 
Pericles^ This was a goodly person. 
Till the disaster that, one mortal night. 
Drove him to *his. 

Lys. Sir king, all hail I the gods preserve you I 
Hail, royal sir! 

HeL It is in vain ; he will not speak to you. 

First Lord. Sir, 
We have a maid in Mvtilen, I durst wager. 
Would win some worcls of him. 

Lys. 'Tis well bethought 

She, questionless, with her sweet harmony 
And other chosen attractions, would allure. 
And make a battery through his deafen'd parts. 
Which now are midway stopp'd : 
She is all happy as the fairect of all, 
And, with her fellow maids, is now upon 
The leafy slielter that abuts against 
The island's side. [ Whispers First Lord; who goes cj^ 

in the barge of Lysimachus. 

Hel. Sure, all's effectless ; yet nothing we'll omit 
• That bears recovery's name. But, since your kindness 
We have stretch'd thus far, let us beseech you 
That for our gold we may provision have. 
Wherein we are not destitute for want. 
But weary for the staleness. 
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Lys^ O, sir, a courtesy 

Which if we should deny, the most just gods 
For every graff would send a caterpillar, 
And so afflict our province. — Yet once more 
Let me entreat to know at large the cause 
Of your king's sorrow. 

Hei. Sit, sir ; I will recount it to you :— 

But, see, I am prevented. 

Re-enter, from the barge. First Lord, with Marina and 

a young Lady. 

Lys^ O, here is 

The lady that I sent for. — Welcome, fair one ! — 
Is't not a goodly presence ? 

Hel, She's a gallant lady. 

Lys, She's such a one, that, were I well assur'd 
Came of a gentle kind and noble stock, 
I'd wish no better choice, and think me rarely wed.^ 
Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient : 
If that thy prosperous-artificial feat 
Can draw him but to answer thee in aught. 
Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay 
As thy desires can wish. 

Mar, Sir, I will use 

My utmost skill in his recovery, 
Piovided 

That none but I and my companion maid 
Be suffered to come near him. 

Lys, Come, let's leave her ; 

And the gods make her prosperous I [Marina singK 

Lys, Mark'd he your music ? 

Mar, No, nor look'd on us. 

Lys. See, she will speak to him. 

Mar. Hail, sir ! my lord, lend ear. 

Per. Hum, ha ! 

Mar, I am a maid. 
My lord, that ne'er before invited eyes. 
But have been gaz'd on like a comet : she speaks* 
My lord, that, may be, hath endur'd a grief 
Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh'd. 
Though wayward fortune did malign my state, 
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My derivation was from ancestors 

Who stood equivalent with mighty kings: 

But time hath rooted out my parentage. 

And to the world and awkward casualties 

Bound me in servitude. — [Aside] I will desist ; 

But there is something glows upon my cheek, 

And whispers in min^ ear, " Go not till he speak.** 

Per, My fortunes — parentage — good parentage — 
To equal mine ! — was it not thus ? what say you ? 

Mar, I said, my lord, if you did know my parentage. 
You would not do me violence. 

Per, I do think so. — Pray you, turn your eyes upon mes 
You are like something that — ^What countrywoman ? 
Here of these shores ? 

Mar. No, nor of any shores : 

Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am 
No other than I appear. 

Per, I'm great with woe, and shall deliver weeping. 
My dearest wife was like this maid, and such a one 
My daughter might have been : my queen's square brows ; 
Her stature to an inch ; as wand-like straight ; 
As silver-voiced ; her eyes as jewel-like, 
And cased as richly; in pace another Juno ; 
Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them hungry. 
The more she gives them speech. — Where do you live? 

Mar, Where I am but a stranger : from the deck 
You may discern the place. 

Per. Where were you bred ? 

And how achiev'd you these endowments, which 
You make more rich to owe ? 

Mar, If I should tell my history, it would seent 
Like lies disdain'd in the reporting. 

Per. Prithee, speak* 

Tsdseness cannot come from thee ; for thou look's^ 
Modest as Justice, and thou seem'st a palace 
For the crown 'd Truth to dwell in : V\l believe theci- 
And make my senses credit thy relation - 
To points that seem impossible ; for thou look'st 
Like one I lov'd indeed. What were thy friends ? 
Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back, — 
Which was when I perceiv'd thee, — that thou cam'st 
From good descending ? 
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Mar, So indeed I did. 

Per. Report thy parentage. I think thou saidV 
Thou hadst been toss'd from wrong to injur}', 
And that thou thought 'st thy griefs might equal mine» . 
Jf both were open'd. 

Mar, Some such thing 

I said, and said no more but what my thoughts 
Did warrant me was likely. 

Per. Tell thy story ; 

If thine considered prove the thousandth part 
Of my endurance, thou'rt a man, and I 
Have suffer'd like a girl : yet thou dost look 
Like Patience gazing on kings' graves, and smiling 
Extremity out of act. What were thy friends ? 
How lost thou them ? Thy name, m)r most kind vir^n ? 
Recount, I do beseech thee : come, sit by me. 

Mar. My name is Marina. 

Per, O I am mock'd. 

And thou by some incensed god sent hither 
To make the world to laugh at me. 

Mar, Patience, good sir. 

Or here I'll cease. 

Per. Nay, 111 be patient 

Thou little know*st how thou dost startle me^ 
To call thyself Marina. 

Mar, The name 

Was given me by one that had some power,— 
My father, and a king. 

Per, , How I a king's daughter ? 

And call'd Marina? 

Mar, You said you would believe me ; 

But, not to be a troubler of your peace, 
I will end here. 

Per. But are you flesh and blood ? 

Have you a working pulse ? and are no fairy ? 
Motion ! — Well ; speak on. Where were you bora ? 
And wherefore c^all d Marina ? 

Mar, Caird Marina 

For I was bom at sea. 

Per. At sea! what mother? 

Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king ; 
Who died the very minute I was Dom, 
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As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft 
Deliver'd weeping. 

Per, O, stop there a little ! — - 

[Ast'de^ This is the rarest dream that e'er dull sleep 
Did mock sad fools withal : this cannot be : 
My daughter's buried. — Well : — where were you bred ? 
ril hear you more, to the bottom of your story» 
And never interrupt you. 

Mar, You'll scarce believe me ; 

'Twere best I did g^ve o'er. 

Per, I will believe you by the syllable 
Of what you shall deliver. Yet, give me leave : — 
How came you in these parts ? where were you bred ? 

Mar, The king my father did in Tharsus leave me ; 
Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife, 
Did seek to murder me : and having woo'd 
A villain to attempt it, who havine drawn to do't, 
A crew of pirates came and rescu d me ; 
Brought me to Mjrtilene. But, good sir, 
Whither will you have me? Why do you weep ? It may bc^ 
You think me an impostor : no, good faith ; 
I am the daughter to King Pericles, 
If good King Pericles be. 

Per, Ho, Helicanus ! 

Hel, Calls my lord ? 

Per, Thou art a grave and noble counselor: 
Most wise in general : tell me, if thou canst* 
What this maid is. or what is like to be. 
That thus hath made me weep ? 

Hel, I know not ; but 

Here is the regent, sir, of Mytilene 
Speaks nobly of her. 

Lys, She would never tell 

Her parentage ; being demanded that, 
She would sit still and weep. 

Per, O Helicanus, strike me, honor'd sir; 
Give me a gash, put me to present pain ; 
Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me 
O'erbear the shores of my mortality. 
And drown me with their sweetness. — O, come hitheii 
Thou that begett'st him that did thee beget ; 
Thou that wast born at sea, buried at Tharsus, 
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And found at sea again ! — O Helicanus, 
Down on thy knees, thank th* holy gods as loud 
As thunder threatens us : this is Marina. — 
What was thy mother's name ? tell me but that. 
For truth can never be confirmed enough, 
Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Mar. First, sir, I pray, 

\Vhat is your title ? 

Per. I'm Pericles of Tyre : but tell me now 
My drown 'd queen's name, — as in the rest you said 
Thou hast been godlike perfect, — 
The heir of kingdoms, and another like 
To Pericles thy father. 

Mar. Is it no more to be your daughter than 
To say my mother's name was Thaisa ? 
Thaisa was my mother, who did end 
The minute I began. 

Per. Now. blessing on thee ! rise ; thou art my child.^* 
Give me fresh garments. — Mine own, Helicanus,-— 
She is not dead at Tharsus, as she should have been. 
By savage Cleon : she shall tell thee all ; 
When thou shalt kneel, and justify in knowledge 
She is thy very princess. — Who is this ? 

Hel, Sir, 'tis the governor of Mytilene, 
Who, hearing of your melancholy state. 
Did come to see you. 

Per. I embrace you, sir. 

Give me my robes. — I'm wild in my beholding.— 
O heavens bless my girl ! — But, hark, what music ?—^ 
Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell him 
O'er, point by point, for yet he seems to doubt, 
How sure you are my daughter. — But, what music ? 

Hel. My lord, I hear none. 

Per. None ! 
The music of the spheres ! — List, my Marina. 

Lys. It is not good to cross him ; give him way* 

Per, Rar'st sounds ! Do ye not hear } 

Lys, My lord, I hear. [Music. 

Per, Most **«avenly music ! 
It nips me iu»»o listening, and thick slumber 
Hangs upon mine eyes : let me rest. [5/«g>j. 

Lys, A pillow for his head : — 
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So, leave him all. — Well, my companion friends. 

If this but answer to my just belief, 

I'll well remember you. [Exeunt all except Pericles. 

Diana appears, 

Dia, My temple stands in Ephesus : hie thee thithei; 
And do upon mme altar sacrifice. 
There, when my maiden priests are met together, 
Before the people all. 

Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife : 
To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter's, call. 
And give them repetition to the life. 
Or perform my bidding, or thou liv'st in woe ; 
Do it, and happy ; by my silver bow I 
Away, and tell thy dream. [Disappears. 

Per. Celestial Dian, goddess argentine, 
I will obey thee. — Helicanus 1 

Reenter Helicanus, Lysimachus, Marina, &*c. 

Hel. Sir ? 

Per, My purpose was for Tharsus, there to strike 
Th* inhospitable Cleon ; but I am 
For other service first : toward Ephesus 
Turn our blown sails ; eftsoons I'll tell thee why. — 
[ To Lysimachus] Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore, 
And give you gold for such provision 
As our intents will need ? 

Lys, Sir, 
With all my heart ; and, when you come ashore, 
I have another suit. 

Per, You shall prevail. 

Were it to woo my daughter ; for it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 

Lys, Sir, lend me your arm. 

Per, Come, my Marina, [Exeunt^ 

£nter GowER, de/ore the temple of Diana at Ephesus^ 

Gow, Now our sands are almost run ; 
More a little, and then dumb. 
5 This, mv last boon, give me, — 

For sucn kindness must relieve me. 
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That you aptly will suppose 

What pageantry, what feats, what show8» 

What minstrelsy, and pretty din, 

The regent made in Mytilin, 

To greet the king. So he thriv'd. 

That he is promis'd to be wiv'd 

To fair Marina ; but in no wise 

Till he had done his sacrifice, 

As Diai¥ bade : whereto being bound. 

The interim, pray you, all confound. 

In feather'd briefness sails are fill'd. 

And wishes fall out as they're will'd. 

At Ephesus, the temple see. 

Our king, and all his company. 

That he can hither come so soon. 

Is by your fancies' thankful doom. [Exit. 

Scene II. The templeofDixsA at Ephesus; Thaisa 

standing near the altar ^ as high priestess ; a nunt" 

ber of Virgins on each side ; Cerimon and 

other Inhabitants of Ephesus attending. 

Enter Vysaqi^y.^, with his Train; LysimaCHUS, HeLI- 
CANUS, Marina, and a Lady. 

Per, Hail, Dian ! to perform thy just command, 
I here confess myself the king of Tyre ; 
Who, frighted from my country, did wed 
At Pentapolis the fair Thaisa. 
At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth 
A maid-child call'd Marina ; who, O goddess. 
Wears yet thy siver livery. She at Tharsus 
Was nurs'd with Cleon ; who at fourteen years 
He sought to murder : but her better stars 
Brought her to Mytilene ; 'gainst whose shore 
Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us. 
Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she 
Made known herself my daughter. 

Thai, Voice and favor ! — 

You are, you are, — O royal Pericles 1 — [Faints. 

Per, What means the nun ? she dies 1 help, gentle- 
men I 

Cer. Noble sir, 



Ati r.] PERICLES. ffietm /K 

If yott have told Diana*s altar trae. 
This is your wife. 

Per. Reverend appearer, no; 

I threw her o'erboard with these very arms. 

Cer, Upon this coast, I warrant you. 

Per. Tis most certain. 

Cer. Look to the lady ; — O, she's but o'erjoy'd.— 
Early in blustering mom this lady was 
Thrown upon this shore. I op*a the coffin. 
Found there rich jewels ; recovered her, and plac'd her 
Here in Diana's temple. 

Per, May we see them ? 

Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to my 
house, 
Whither I invite you. — Look, Thaisa is 
Recover'd. 

TAat\ O, let me look ! 
If he be none of mine, my sanctity 
Will to my sense bend no licentious ear. 
But cyrb It, spite of seeing. — O, my lord. 
Are you not Pericles ? Like him you speak, 
Like him you are : did you not name a tempest* 
A birth, and death ? 

Per, The voice of dead Thaisa ! 

TAai, That Thaisa am I, supposed dead 
And drown *d. 

Per, Immortal Dian ! 

TAaf, Now I know you better.^ 

When we with tears parted Pentapolis, 
The king my father gave you such a nng,[S^07t/s a rtng^ 

Per, This, this: no more, you gods! your present 
kindness 
Makes my past miseries sport : you shall do well. 
That on the touching of her lips I may 
Melt, and no more be seen. — O, come, be buried 
A second time within these arms. 

Mar. My heart 

Leaps to be gone into my mother's bosom. 

[Kneels to Thaisa. 

Per. Look, who kneels here ! Flesh of thy flesh, Thaisa; 
Thy burden at the sea, and call'd Marina 
For she was yielded there. 
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Thai, Bless'd, and mine own \ 

HeL Hail, madam, and my queen I 

Thau I know you not. 

Per, You've heard me say, when I did fly fromTyre^ 
I left behind an ancient substitute : 
Can you remember what I call'd the man ? 
I've nam'd him ofu 

Thai, Twas Helicanus then. 

Per, Still confirmation : 
Embrace him, dear Thaisa ; this is he. 
Now do I long to hear how you were found ; 
How possibly preserv'd ; and who to thank. 
Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Thai, Lord Cerimon, my lord ; this is the man. 
Through whom the gods have shown their power, that can 
From first to last resolve you. 

Per, Reverend sir. 

The gods can have no mortal officer 
More like a god than you. Will you deliver 
How this dead queen re-lives ? 

Cer, I will, my lord. 

Beseech you, first go with me to my house, 
Where shall be shown you all was found with her ; 
How she came placed here in the temple ; 
No needful thing omitted. 

Per, Pure Dian, bless thee for thy vision I I 
Will offer night-oblations to thee. — Thaisa, 
This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter. 
Shall marry her at Pentapolis. — And now. 
This ornament 

Makes me look dismal will I clip to form ; 
And what this fourteen years no razor touch'd. 
To g^ace thy marriage-day, I'll beautify. 

Thai, Lord Cerimon hath letters of good credit, sir. 
My father's dead. 

Per^ Heavens make a siar of him I Yet there, my 
queen, 
Well celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 
Will in that kingdom spend our following days : 
Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign. — 
Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay 
To hear the rest untold : sir, lead's the way. {Exeunt. 
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Enter GowER. 

Gow. In Antiochus and his daughter you have heard 
Of monstrous lust the due and just reward ; 
In Pericles, his queen and daughter, seen. 
Although assail'd with fortune fierce and keen* 
Virtue preserv'd from fell destruction's blast. 
Led on by heaven, and crown'd with joy at last : 
In Helicanus nr^ay you well descry 
A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty: 
In rererend Cerimon there well appears 
The worth that learned charity aye wears : 
For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame 
Had si)read their cursed deed, and honor'd name 
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn. 
That him and his they in his palace bum ; 
The gods for murder seemed so content 
To punish them, — although not done, but meant. 
So, on your patience evermore attending. 
New joy wait on you ! Here our play has ending. 

\Exik 
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ACT I. 
Scene I. Verona. An open place in the city* 

Enter Valentine and Proteus. 

VaL Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus : 
Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits. 
Were't not affection chains thy tender days 
To the sweet glances of thy honor'd love, 
I rather would entreat thy company 
To see the wonders of the world abroad. 
Than, living dully sluggardiz'd at home, 
Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness. 
But since thou lov'st, love still, and thrive therein^ 
Even as I would, when I to love begin. 
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Pro, Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentine, adieu I 
Think on thy Proteus, when thou haply see'st 
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel : 
Wish me partaker in thy happiness, 
When thou dost meet good hap ; and in thy danger* 
If ever danger do environ thee, 
Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers. 
For I will be thy beadsman, Valentine. 

VaL And on a love-book pray for my success ? 

Pro. Upon some book I love I'll pray for thee. 

Val, That's on some shallow story of deep love ; 
How young Leander cross 'd the Hellespont. 

Pro, That's a deep story of a deeper love ; 
For he was more than over shoes in love. 

Val. 'Tis true ; for you are over boots in love, 
And yet you never swam the Hellespont. 

Pro. Over the boots ! nay, give me not the boots. 

Val, No, I will not, for it boots thee not. 

Pro, What ? 

VaL To be in love, where scorn is bought with groans ; 
Coy looks with heart-sore sighs; one fading moment's 

mirth 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights : 
If haply won, perhaps a hapless gain ; 
If lost, why then a grievous labor won ; 
However, but a folly bought with wit. 
Or else a wit by folly vanquished. 

Pro. So^ by your circumstance, you call me fool. 

Val. So, by your circumstance, I fear you'll prove. 

Pro. *Tis love you cavil at : I am not Love. 

Val. Love is your master, for he masters you : 
And he that is so yok^d by a fool, 
Methinks, should not be chronicled for wise. 

Pro. Yet writers say, as in the sweetest bud 
The eating canker dwells, so eating love 
Inhabits in the finest wits of all. 

Val. And writers say, as the most forward bud 
Is eaten by the canker ere it blow. 
Even so by love the young and tender wit 
Is tum'd to folly ; blasting in the bud, 
Losing his verdure even in the prime. 
And all the fair effects of future hopes. 
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But wherefore waste I time to counsel thee. 
That art a votary to fond desire ? 
Once more adieu ! my father at the road 
Expects my coming, there to see me shipp'd. 

Pro, And thither will I bring thee, Valentine. 

VaL Sweet Proteus, no ; now let us take our leavew 
To Milan let me hear from thee by letters 
Of thy success in love, and what news else 
Betideth here in absence of thy friend ; 
A.nd I likewise will visit thee with mine. 

Pro, All happiness bechance to thee in Milan ? 

VaL As much to you at home ! and so, farewell. {Extt^ 

Pro. He after honor hunts, I after love : 
He leaves his friends to dignify them more ; 
I leave myself, my friends, and all, for love. 
Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphos'd me, — 
Made me neglect my studies, lose my time. 
War with good counsel, set the world at naught ; 
Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with thought. 

Enter Speed. 

Speed, Sir Proteus, save you ! Saw you my master ? 

Pro, But now he parted hence, t' embark for Milan, 

Speed, Twenty to one, then, he is shipp'd already. 
And I have play'd the sheep in losing him. 

Pro. Indeed, a sheep doth very often stray. 
An if the shepherd be awhile away. 

Speed, You conclude that my master is a shepherd^ 
then, and I a sheep ? 

Pro, I do. 

Speed. Why, then, my horns are his horns, whether I 
wake or sleep. 

Pro, A silly answer, and fitting well a sheep. 

Speed. This proves me still a sheep. 

Pro, True ; and thy master a shepherd. 

Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circumstance. 

Pro. It shall go hard but I'll prove it by another. 

Speed, The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not the sheej> 
the shepherd ; but I seek my master, and my master seeks 
not me : therefore I am no sheep. 

Pro, The sheep for fodder follow the shepherd, the 
shepherd for food follows not the sheep ; thou for wages 
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followest thy master, thy master for wages follows not 

thee : therefore thou art a sheep. 

Speed, Such another proof will make me cry " baa." 
Pro, But, dost thou hear? gavest thou my letter to Julia? 

Speed, Ay, sir : I, a lost mutton, gave your letter to her, 
a laced mutton ; and she, a laced mutton, gave me, a lost 
mutton, nothing for my labor. 

Pro, Here's too small a pasture for such store of muttons. 

Speed, If the ground be overcharged, you were best 
stick her. 

Pro, Nay, in that you are a stray, 'twere best pound you. 

Speed, Nay, sir, less than a pound shall serve me for 
carrying your letter. 

Pro, You mistake ; I mean the pound, — a pinfold. 

Speed, From a pound to a pin ? fold it over and over, 
*Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to your lover. 

Pro. But what said she ? 

Speed [nodding.^ Ay. 

Pro, Nod, Ay ? — why, that's noddy. 

Speed, You mistook, sir ; I say, she did nod : and you 
ask me if she did nod ; and I say. Ay. 

Pro, And that set together is — noddy. 

Speed, Now you have taken the pains to set it together, 
take it for your pains. 

Pro, No, no ; you shall have it for bearing the letter. 

Speed, Well, I perceive I must be fain to bear with 
you. 

Pro, Why, sir, how do you bear with me? 

Speed, Marry, sir, the letter very orderly ; having noth« 
ing but the word " noddy " for my pains. 

Pro, Beshrew me, but you have a quick wit. 

speed. And yet it cannot overtake your slow purse. 

Pro, Come, come, open the matter in brief; what 
said she ? 

Speed, Open your purse, that the money and the mat- 
ter may be both at once delivered. 

Pro, Well, sir, here is for your pains [Giving him 
money, \ What said she ? 

Speed, Truly, sir, I think you'll hardly win her. 

Pro, Why, couldst thou perceive so much from her ? 

Speed, Sir, 1 could perceive nothing at all from her ; 
no, not so much as a ducat for delivering your letter : 
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and being so hard to me that brought your mind, I fear 
she'il prove as hard to you in telling your mind. Give 
her no token but stones ; for she's as hard as steel. 

Pro. What, said she nothing ? 

speed. No, not so much as " Take this for thy pains." 
To testify your bounty, I thank you, you have testerned 
me ; in requital whereof, henceforth carry your letters 
yourself : and so, sir. Til commend you to my master. 

Pro. Go, go, be gone, to save your ship from wreck, 
Which cannot perish having thee aboard. 
Being destin'd to a dryer death on shore. [Ext'i Speeds 
I must go send some better messenger : 
I fear my Julia would not deign my lines. 
Receiving them from such a worthless post. [Exit, 

Scene II. The same. The garden of ]VIAA*S house. 

Enter JULIA and LUCETTA. 

ful. But say, Lucetta, now we are alone, 
Wouldst thou, then, counsel me to fall in love ? 

Luc. Ay, madam ; so you stumble not unheedfully, 

/«/. Of all the fair resort of gentlemen 
That every day with parle encounter me. 
In thy opinion which is worthiest love ? 

Luc, Please you repeat their names, I'll show my mind 
According to my shallow-simple skill. 

Jul. What think'st thou of the fair Sir Eglamour ? 

Luc. As of a knight well-spoken, neat, and fine ; 
But, were I you, he never should be mine. 

Jul. What think'st thou of the rich Mercatio ? 

Luc. Well of his wealth ; but of himself, so-so. 

Jul. What think'st thou of the gentle Proteus ? 

Luc. Lord, lord ! to see what folly reigns in us ! 

Jul. How now ! what means this passion at his name ? 

Luc, Pardon, dear madam : 'tis a passing shame 
That I, unworthy body as I am, 
Should censure thus on lovely gentlemen. 

Jul. Why not on Proteus, as of all the rest ? 

Luc. Then thus, — of many good I think him best. 

Jul. Your reason ? 

Luc. I have no other but a woman's reason ; 
I think him so^ because I think him so. 
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Jul, And wouldst thou have me cast my love on him ? 
Luc, Ay, if you thought your love not cast away. 
Jul, Why, he, of all the rest, hath never mov'd me. 
Luc, Yet he, of all the rest, I think, best loves ye. 
JuL His little speaking shows his love but small. 
Luc, Fire that's closest kept burns most of all. 
JuL They do not love that do not show their love. 
Luc. O, they love least that let men know their love. 
Jul. I would I knew his mind. 

Luc, Peruse this paper, madam. [Gives a letter, 

Jul, [reads] '* To Julia,*' — Say, from whom ? 
Luc, That the contents will show. 
. Jul, Say, say, who gave it thee ? 
Luc, Sir Valentine's page ; and sent, I think, from 
Proteus. 
He would have given it you ; but I, being in the way, 
Did in your name receive it : pardon the fault, I pray. 

JuL Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker ! 
Dare you presume to harbor wanton lines ? 
To whisper and conspire against my youth ? 
Kow, trust me, 'tis an office of great worth, 
And you an officer fit for the place. 
There, take the paper : see it be return 'd ; 
Or else return no more into my sight. 

Luc, To plead for love deserves more fee than hate. 

Jul. Will ye be gone ? 

Luc, That you may ruminate. [Exi}^^ 

JuL And yet I would I had o'erlook'd the letter ; 
It were a shame to call her back again. 
And pray her to a fault for which I chid her. 
What fool is she, that knows I am a maid, 
And would not force the letter to my view, — 
Since maids, in modesty, say " No " to that 
Which they would have the profferer construe " Ay** I 
Fie, tie, how wayward is this foolish love, 
That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse. 
And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod ! 
How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence, 
AVhen willingly I would have had her here ! 
How angerly I taught my brow to frown, 
AVhen inward joy enforc'd my heart to smile I 
My penance is, to call Lucetta back. 
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And ask remission for my folly past. — 
What, ho! LucettaJ 

Re-enter Lucetta. 

Luc, What would your ladyship ? 

Jul, Is it near dinner-time ? 

Luc, I would it were, 

That you might kill your stomach on your meat. 
And not upon your maid. 

Jul, What is't that you took up so gingerly ? 

Luc. Nothing. 

Jul, Why didst thou stoop, then } 

Luc. To take a paper up that I let fall. 

Jul, And is that paper nothing .^ 

Luc, Nothing concerning me. 

Jul. Then let it lie for those that it concerns. 

Luc, Madam, it will not lie where it concerns. 
Unless it have a false interpreter. 

Jul. Some love of yours hath writ to vou in rhyme. 

Luc, That I might sing it, madam, to a tune. 
Give me a note : your ladyship can set. 

Jul. As little by such toys as may be possible. 
Best sing it to the tune of Light o love. 

Luc, It is too heavy for so light a tune. 

Jul, Heavy ! belike it hath some burden, then ? 

Luc. Ay ; and melodious were it, would you sing it. 

Jul. And why not you ? 

Luc, I cannot reach so high. 

Jul, Let's see your song \Taking the letter]. How 
now, minion ! 

Luc. Keep tune there still, so you will sing it out : 
And yet methinks I do not like this tune. 

Jul, You do not ? 

Luc. No, madam ; it is too sharp. 

Jul. You, minion, are too saucy. 

Luc. Nay, now you are too flat. 
And mar the concord with too harsh a descant : 
There wanteth but a mean to fill your song. 

Jul. The mean is drown'd with your unruly base. 

Luc. Indeed, I bid the base for Proteus. 

Jul. This babble shall not henceforth trouble me : — 
Here is a coil with protestation ! — [ Tears the letter 
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Go get you gone, and let the papers lie : 
You would be fingering them, to anger me. 

Luc. She makes it strange ; but she would be best 
pleas 'd 
To be so anger'd with another letter. [Exi/^ 

JuL Nay, would I were so anger'd with the same ! 

hateful nands, to tear such loving words ! 
Injurious wasps, to feed on such sweet honey, 
And kill the bees, that yield it, with your stings ! 
I'll kiss each several paper for amends. 

Look,. here is writ — *' kind Julia : " — unkind Julia I i 

As in revenge of thy ingratitude, 

1 throw thy name against the bruising stones, j 
Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain. 

And here is writ — ** love-wounded Proteus : " — 

Poor wounded name ! my bosom, as a bed, 

Shall lodge thee, till thy wound be throughly heal'd ; 

And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss. 

But twice or thrice was *' Proteus " written down : — 

Be calm, good wind, blow not a word away, 

Till I have found each letter in the letter, 

£xcept mine own name : that some whirlwind bear 

Unto a ragged, fearful-hanging rock. 

And throw it thence into the raging sea ! — 

Lo, here in one line is his name twice writ, — 

** Poor forlorn Proteus, passionate Proteus, 

To the sweet Julia : " — that I'll tear away ; — 

And yet I will not, sith so prettily 

He couples it to his complaining names. 

Thus will I fold them one upon another : 

Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you will. 

Re-enter Lucetta. 

Luc, Madam, 
Dinner is ready, and your father stays. 

JuL Weil, let us go. 

Luc. What, shall these papers lie like tell-tales here ? 

JuL If you respect them, best to take them up. 

Luc, Nay, I was taken up for laying them down : 
Yet here they shal^ not lie, for catching cold. 

JuL I see you have a month's mind to them. 

Luc. Ay, madam, you may say what sights you see ; 
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^ 9ee things too, although you judge I wink. 
Jui, Come, come ; will't please you go ? [Exeuntit 

Scene III. The same, A room in Antonio's housg^ 

Enter >Vntonio and Panthino. 

Ant, Tell me, Panthino, what sad talk was that 
Wherewith my brother held you in the cloister ? 

Pan, 'Twas of his nephew Proteus, your son. 

Ant, Why, what of him ? 

Pan, He wonder'd that your lordship 

Would suffer him to spend his youth at home 
While other men, of slender reputation, 
Put forth their sons to seek preferment out : 
Some to tlie wars, to try their fortune there ; 
Some to discover islands far away ; 
Some to the studious universities. 
For any, or fqr all these exercises. 
He said that Proteus your son was meet ; 
And did request me to importune you 
To let him spend his time no more at home. 
Which would be great impeachment to his age, 
In having known no travel in his youth. 

Ant, Nor need'st thou much imp6rtune me to that 
Whereon this month I have been hammering. 
I have consider'd well his loss of time. 
And how he cannot be a perfect man, 
Not being tried and tutor'd in the world : 
Experience is by industry achiev'd, 
And perfected by the swift course of time. 
Then, tell me, whither were I best to send him ? 

Pan, I think your lordship is not ignorant 
How his companion, youthful Valentine, 
Attends the emperor in his royal court. 

Ant, I know it well. 

Pan, 'Twere good, I think, your lordship sent him 
thither : 
There shall he practice tilts and tournaments. 
Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen. 
And be in eye of every exercise 
Worthy his youth and nobleness of birth. 

Ant, I like thy counsel ; well hast thou advis'd : 
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Arftl that thou mayst perceive how well I like ii. 

The execution of it shall make known. 

Even with the speediest expedition 

i will dispatch him to the emperor's court. 

Pan, To-morrow, may it please you, Don Alphonso. 
"With other gentlemen oi good esteem. 
Are journeying to salute the emperor, 
And to commend their service to his will. 

Ant, Good company ; with them shall Proteus go ; 
And, — in good time : — now will we break with him. 

Enter Proteus. 

Pro. Sweet love ! sweet lines ! sweet life ! 
Here is her hand, the agent of her heart ; 
Here is her oath for love, her honor's pawn. 
O, that our fathers would applaud our loves. 
To seal our happiness with their consents ! 

heavenly Julia ! 

Ant. How now ! what letter are you reading there ? 

Pro. May't please your lordship, 'tis a word or two 
Of commendations sent from Valentine, 
Deliver'd by a friend that came from him. 

Ant. Lend me the letter ; let me see what news. 

Pro. There is no news, my lord ; but that he writes 
How happily he lives, how well belov'd, 
And daily graced by the emperor ; 
Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune. 

Ant. And how stand you affected to his wish ? 

Pro. As one relying on your lordship's will. 
And not depending on his friendly wish. 

Ant, My will is something sorted with his wish. 
-Muse not that I thus suddenly proceed ; 
For what I will, I will, and there an end. 

1 am resolv'd that thou shalt spend some time 
With Valentinus in the emperor's court : 
What maintenance he from his friends receives.. 
Like exhibition thou shalt have from me. 
To-morrow be in readiness to go : 

Excuse it not, for I am peremptory. 

Pro. My lord, I cannot be so soon provided : 
Please you, deliberate a day or two. 

Ant. Look, what thou want'st shall be sent after thee : 
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No more of stay ; to-morrow thou must go. — 

Come on, Panthino : you shall be employ'd 

To hasten on his expedition. [Exeunt Ant, and Pau^ 

Pro, Thus have 1 shunn'd the fire for fear of burning, 
And drench 'd me in the sea, where I am drown*d. 
I fear'd to show my father Julia's letter. 
Lest he should take exceptions to my love ; 
And with the vantage of mine own excuse 
Kath he excepted most against my love. 
O, how this spring of love resembleth 

Th' uncertain glory of an April day, 
Which now shows all the beauty of the sun, 

And by and by a cloud takes all aw^ay ! 

Reenter Panthino. 

Pan, Sir Proteus, your father calls for you : 
He is in haste ; therefore, I pray you, go. 

Pro. Why, this it is, — my heart accords thereto. 
And yet a thousand times it answers. No. [Exeunt, 

ACT II. 
Scene I. Milan, A room in the Duke's ^d!/«r^. 

Enter Valentine and Speed. 

Speed, [picking up a glove^ Sir, your glove. 
Val, Not mine ; my gloves are on. 
speed. Why, then, this may be yours, for this is but 
one. 

Val, Ha, let me see : ay, give it me, it's mine : — 
Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine ! 
Ah, Silvia, Silvia ! 
speed, [calling^ Madam Silvia, Madam Silvia! 
Val, How now, sirrah ! 
Speed. She is not within hearing, sir. 
Val. Why, sir, who bade you call her ? 
speed. Your worship, sir ; or else I mistook. 
Val, Well, you'll still be too forward. 
speed. And yet I was last chidden for being too slow. 
Val, Go to, sir : do you know Madam Silvia ? 
speed. She that your worship loves ? 
Val, Why, how know you that I am in love ? 
speed. Marry, by these special marks : first, you have 
learned, like Sir Proteus, to wreathe your arms, like a 
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malcontent ; to relish a love-song, like a robin-redbreast ; 
to walk alone, like one that had the pestilence ; to sigh, 
like a school-boy that had lost his A B C ; to weep, like 
a young wench that had buried her grandam : to fast, 
like one that takes diet ; to watch, like one that fears rob- 
bing; to speak puling, like a beggar at Hallowmas. 
You were wont, when you laughed, to crow like a cock ; 
when you walked, to walk like one of the lions ; 
when you fasted, it was presently after dinner ; when you 
looked sadly, it was for want of money : and now you are 
metamorphosed with a mistress, that, when 1 look on 
you, I can hardly think you my master. 

VaL Are all these things perceived in me ? 

Speed, They are all perceived without ye. 

VaL Without me ! they cannot. 

Speed, Without you ! nay, that's certain, for, without 
you were so simple, none else would : but you are so 
without these follies, that these follies are within you, and 
shine through you like the water in an urinal, that not an 
eye that sees you but is a physician to comment on your 
malady. 

Val, But tell me, dost thou know my lady Silvia ? 

Speed, She that you gaze on so as she sits at supper ? 

Val, Hast thou observed that ? even she I mean. 

Speed, Why, sir, I know her not. 

Val. Dost thou know her by my gazing on her, and 
yet knowest her not ? 

Speed, Is she not hard favor'd, sir ? 

Val, Not so fair, boy, as well-favored. 

Speed. Sir, I know that well enough. 

Val, What dost thoy know ? 

Speed, That she is not so fair as, of you, well favored. 

Val. I mean, that her beauty is exquisite, but her fa- 
vor infinite. 

Speed, That's because the one is painted, and the 
other out of all count. 

Val, How painted } and how out of count } 

Speed, Marry, sir, so painted, to make her fair, that no 
man counts of her beauty. 

Val. How esteemest thou me ? I account of her beauty. 

Speed, You never saw her since she was deformed. 

VaL How long hath she been deformed ? 
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speed. Ever since you loved her. 

Val, I have loved her ever since I saw her ; and still 
I see her beautiful. 

speed. If you love her, you cannot see her. 

Val. Why? 

Speeds Because Love is blind. O, that you had mine 
eyes ; or your own eyes had the lights they were wont to 
have when you chid at Sir Proteus for going ungartered I 

Val. What should I see then ? 

Speed, Your own present folly, and her passing de- 
formity : for he, being in love, could not see to garter his 
hose ; and you, being in love, cannot see to put on your 
hose. 

Val. Belike, boy, then, you are in love ; for last morn- 
ing you could not see to wipe my shoes. 

Speed. True, sir ; I was in love with my bed : I thank 
you, you swinged me for my love, which makes me the 
bolder to chide you for yours. 

Val. In conclusion, I stand affected to her. 

Speed. I would you were set ; so your affection would 
cease. 

Val. Last night she enjoined me to write some lines 
to one she loves. 

Speed. And have you } 

Val, I have. 

Speed. Are they not lamely writ ? 

Val. No, boy, but as well as I can do them. — Peace f 
here she comes. 

Speed, [aside] O excellent motion ! O exceeding puppet ! 
Now will he interpret to her. 

Enler Silvia. 

Val. Madam and mistress, a thousand good-morrows. 

Speed, {aside] O, give ye good even ! here's a million 
of manners. 

Sil. Sir Valentine and servant, to you twp thousand. 

Speed, {aside] He should give her interest, and she 
gives it him. 

Val. As you enjoin 'd me, I have writ your letter 
Unto the secret nameless friend of yours ; 
Which I was much unwilling to proceed in. 
But for my duty to your ladyship. {Gives a letter^ 
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Si I. I thank you, gentle servant : 'tis very clerkly done; 

Val. Now trust me, madam, it came hardly oft : 
For, being ignorant to whom it goes, 
I writ at random, very doubtfully. 

Sil. Perchance you think too much of so much pains i 

Val. No, madam ; so it stead you, I will write. 
Please you command, a thousand times as much ; 
And yet, — 

5/7. A pretty period ! Well, I g^ess the sequel ; 
And yet I will not name't ; — and yet I care not ; — 
And yet take this again ; — and yet I thank you ; 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Speed, [aside] And yet you will ; and yet another " yet.** 

Vai, What means your ladyship ? do you not like it ? 

Sil. Yes, yes ; the lines are very quaintly writ ; 
But since unwillingly, take them again ; 
Nay, take them. [Gives back the letter^ 

VaL Madam, they are for you. 

Sil. Ay, ay, you writ them, sir, at my request ; 
But I will none of them ; they are for you : 
I would have had them writ more movingly. 

Val. Please you, I'll write your ladyship another. 

Sil. And when it's writ, for my sake read it over : 
And if it please you, so ; if not, why, so. 

Val. If it please me, madam ! what then } 

Sil. Why, if it please you, take it for your labor : 
And so, good morrow, servant. [Exrf, 

Speed. O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible. 
As a nose on a man's face, or a weathercocjc on a steeple ! 
My master sues to her ; and she hath taught her suitor. 
He being her pupil, to become her tutor. 
O excellent device ! was there ever heard a better. 
That my master, being scribe, to himself should write the 
letter.? 

Val. How now, sir ! what are you reasoning with your- 
self } 

Speed, Nay, I was rhyming : 'tis you that have the reason. 

Val. To do what ? 

Speed. To be a spokesman from Madam Silvia. 

Val. To whom ? 

Speed. To yourself : why, she wooes you by a figure. 

Val, What figure? 
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speed. By a letter, I should say. 

VaL Why, she hath not writ to me? 

Speed, What need she, when she hath made you write 
to yourself ? Why, do you not perceive the jest ? 

VaL No, believe me. 

Speed, No believing you, indeed, sir. But did you per- 
ceive her earnest ? 

VaL She gave me none, except an angry word. 

Speed. Why, she hath given you a letter. 

VaL That's the letter I writ to her friend. 

Speed, And that letter hath she delivered, and there an 
end. 

VaL I would it were no worse. 

Speed, I'll warrant you, 'tis as well: 
For often have you writ to her ; and she, in modesty, 
Or else for want of idle time, could not again reply ; 
Or fearing else some messenger that might her mind 

discover. 
Herself hath taught her love himself to write unto her lover. 
All this I speak in print, for in print I found it. — Why 
muse you, sir ? 'tis dinner-time. 

VaL I have dined. 

Speed. Ay. but hearken, sir; though the chameleon 
Love can feed on the air, I am one that am nourished by 
my victuals, and would fain have meat. O, be not like 
your mistress ; be moved, be moved. [Exeunt » 

Scene II. Verona, The garden ^Julia's house. 

Enter Proteus and Julia. 

Pro, Have patience, gentle Julia. 

JuL I must, where is no remedy. 

Pro, When possibly I can, I will return. 

JuL If you turn not, you will return the sooner. 
Keep this remembrance for thy Julia's sake. 

\Gives him a ring^ 

Pro, Why, then; we'll make exchange ; here, take you 
this. {Gives her another^ 

JuL And seal the bargain with a holy kiss. 

Pro, Here is my hand for my true constancy ; 
And when that hoiur o'erslips me in the day 
Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake. 
The next ensuing hour some foul mischance 
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Torment me for my love's forgetfulness ! 

My father stays my coming ; answer not ; 

The tide is now : — nay, not thy tide of tears ; 

That tide will stay me longer than I should : 

Julia, farewell ! {Exit Julia^ 

What, gone without a word ? 
Ay, so true love should do : it cannot speak ; 
For truth hath better deeds than words to grace it. 

Enter Panthino. 

Pan, Sir Proteus, you are stay'd for. 
Por, Go ; I come, I come : — 
Alas, this parting strikes poor lovers dumb ! {Exeunt^ 

Scene III. The same, A street. 

Enter Launce, leading a dog, 

Launce, Nay, 'twill be this hour ere I have done 
weeping ; all the kind of the Launces have this very fault. 
I have received my proportion, like the prodigious son, 
and am going with Sir Proteus to the imperial's court. 
I think Crab my dog be the sourest-natured dog that 
lives : my mother weeping, my father wailing, my sister 
crying, our maid howling, our cat wringing her nands, 
and all our house in a great perplexity, yet did not this 
cruel-hearted cur shed one tear: he is a stone, a very 
pebble-stone, and has no more pity in him than a dog : 
a Jew would have wept to have seen our parting ; why, 
my grandam, having no eyes, look you, wept herself 
blind at my parting. Nay, I'll show you the manner of 
it. This shoe is my father ; — no, this left shoe is my 
father : — no, no, this left shoe is my mother ; — nay, that 
cannot be so neither ; — yes, it is so, it is so, — it hath the 
worser sole. This shoe, with the hole 'in it, is my mother, 
and this my father ; a vengeance oh t*! there 'tis : now, 
sir, this staff is my sister ; for, look you, she is as white as 
a lily, and as small as a wand : this hat is Nan, our maid : 
I am the dog ; — no, the dog is- himself, and I am the 
dog, — O, the dog is me, and I am myself ; ay, so, so. 
Now come I to my father ; " Father, your blessing ! "^ 
now should not the shoe speak a word for weeping : now 
should I kiss my father ; well, he weeps on. Now come 
J to my mother; — O, that the shoe could speak now like 
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a wood woman! — well, I kiss her; — why, there 'tis ; 
here's my mother's breath up and down. Now come I to 
my sister : mark the moan she makes. Now the dog all 
this while sheds not a tear, npr speaks a word : but see 
how I lay the dust with my tears. 

Enter Panthino. 

Pan, Launce, away, away, aboard ! thy master is 
shipped, and thou art to post after with oars. What's 
the matter ? why weepest thou, man } Away, ass ! you'll 
lose the tide, if you tarry any longer. 

Launce, It is no matter if the tied were lost ; for it is 
the unkindest tied that ever any man tied. 

Pan, What's the unkindest tide } 

Launce, Why, he that's tied here, — Crab, my dog. 

Pan, Tut, man, I mean thou'lt lose the flood : and, in 
losing the flood, lose thy voyage ; and, in losing thy voy- 
age, lose thy master ; and, in losing thy master, lose thy 
ser\'ice ; and, in losing thy service, — Wny dost thou stop 
my mouth ? 

Launce, For fear thou shouldst lose thy tongue. 

Pan, Where should I lose my tongue ? 

Launce, In thy tale. 

Pan, In my tail ! 

Launce, Lose the tide, and the voyage, and the mas- 
ter, and the service, and the tied ! Why, man, if the river 
were dry, I am able to fill it with my tears ; if the wind 
were down, I could drive the boat with my sighs. 

Pan, Come, come away, man ; I was sent to call thee. 

Launce, Sir, call me what thou darest. 

Pan. Wilt thou gb ? 

Launce, Well, I will go. [Exeunt 

Scene IV. Milan, A room in the Duke's palace. 

Enter Silvia, Valentine, Thurio, and Speed. 
Sil, Servant, — 
Val, Mistress ? 

speed. Master, Sir Thurio frowns on you. 
"/al. Ay, boy, it's for love. 
speed. Not of you. 
Val, Of my mistress, then. 
speed, 'Twere good you knocked hina. 
5/7, Servant, you are sad. 
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Vai. Indeed, madam, I seem so. 

Thu, Seem you that you are not ? 

VaL Haply I do. 

Thu, So do counterfeits. 

Val, So do you. 

Thu, What seem I that I am not ? 

VaL Wise. 

Thu. What instance of the contrary ? 

Val, Your folly. 

Thu, And how quote you my folly ? 

Val. I quote it in your jerkin. 

Thu. My jerkin is a doublet. 

Val. Well, then, I'll double your folly. 

Thu. How ! 

5/7. What, angry, Sir Thurio ! do you change color ? 

Val. Give him leave, madam ; he is a kind of chame- 
leon. 

Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your blood 
than live in your air. 

Val. You have said, sir. 

Thu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time. 

Val. I know it well, sir ; you always end ere you begin. 

Stl. A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and quickly 
shot off. 

Val. 'Tis indeed, madam ; we thank the giver. 

5/7. Who is that, servant ? 

Val. Yourself, sweet lady; for you gave the fire. 
Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your ladyship's looks, 
and spends what he borrows kindly in your company. 

Thu. Sir, if you spend word for word with me, I shall 
make your wit bankrupt. 

Val. I know it well, sir; you have an exchequer of 
words, and, I think, no other treasure to give your fol- 
lowers, — for it appears, by their bare liveries, that they 
live by your bare words. 

5/7. No more, gentlemen, no more : — here comes my 
father. 

Enter Duke. 

Duke. Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard beset.— 
Sir Valentine, your father's in good health : 
What say you to a letter from your friends 
Of much good news ? 

I. 336. [T.O.V. ao. 



Acili:\ TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. [Scent IP", 

Val, My lord, I will be thankful 

To any happy messenger from thence. 

Duke, Know ye Don Antonio, your countryman ? 

Vai, Ay, my good lord, I know the gentleman 
To be of worth and worthy estimation, 
And not without desert so well reputed. 

Duke. Hath he not a son ? 
Val, Ay, my good lord ; a son that well deserves 
The honor and regard of such a father. 

Duke. You know him well ? 

Val. I know him as myself ; for from our infancy 
We have conversed and spent our hours together : 
And though myself have been an idle truant. 
Omitting the sweet benefit of time 
To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection, 
Yet hath Sir Proteus, for that's his name. 
Made use and fair advantage of his days ; 
His years but young, but his experience old ; 
His head unmellow'd, but his judgment ripe ; 
And, in a word, — fonfar behind his worth 
Come all the praises that I now bestow, — 
He is complete in feature and in mind. 
With all good grace to grace a gentleman. 

Duke. Beshrew me, sir, but if he make this good. 
He is as worthy for an empress' love 
As meet to be an emperor's counsellor. 
Well, sir ; this gentleman is come to me, 
With commendation from great potentates ; 
And here he means to spend his time awhile : 
I think 'tis no unwelcome news to you. 

Val. Should I have wish'd a thing it had been he. 

Duke. Welcome him, then, according to his worth ; 
Silvia, I speak to you ; and you. Sir Thurio : — 
For Valentine, I need not cite him to it : 
I'll send him hither to you presently. [Ejetf^ 

Val. This is the gentleman I told your ladyship 
Had come along with me, but that his mistress 
Did hold his eyes lock'd in her crystal looks. 

Sil. Belike that now she hath enfranchis'd them, 
Upon some other pawn for fealty. 

Val. Nay, sure, I think she holds them prisoners stilL 
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StL Nay, then, he should be blind ; and, being blind* 
How could he see his way to seek <out you ? 

Val. Why, lady. Love hath twenty pair of eyes. 

Thu, They say that Love hath not an eye at all. 

Val, To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself : 
Upon a homely object Love can wink. 

St'l. Have done, have done ; here comes the gentle- 
man. 

Enter Proteus. 

Val, Welcome, dear Proteus ! — Mistress, I beseech 
you, 
Confirm his welcome with some special favor. 

Stl, His worth is warrant for his welcome hither. 
If this be he you oft have wish'd to hear from, 

Val, Mistress, it is : sweet lady, entertain hin> 
To be my fellow-servant to your ladyship. 

5/7. Too low a mistress for so high a servant. 

Pro. Not so, sweet lady ; but too mean a servant 
To have a look of such a worthy mistress. 

Val. Leave off discourse of disability : — 
Sweet lady, entertain him for your servant. 

Pro, My duty will I boast of, nothing else. 

Stl. And duty never yet did want his meed : 
Servant, you're welcome to a worthless mistress. 

Pro, V\\ die on him that savs so, but yourself. 

Stl, That you are welcome ? 

Pro, That you are worthless. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, my lord your father would speak with 
yoii. 

Stl, I wait upon his pleasure. [Exit Servant. 

Come, Sir Thurio, 
Go you with me. — Once more, new servant, welcome : 
I'll leave you to confer of home affairs; 
When you have done, we look to hear from you. 

Pro, We'll both attend upon your ladyship. 

[Exeunt Sih/ia and Thurio, 

Val, Now, tell me, how do all from whence you came ? 

Pro, Your friends are well, and have them much com* 
mended. 

Val, And how do yours ? 
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Pro, I left them all in health. 

Val, How does your lady ? and how thnves your love t 

Fro. My talcs of love were wont to weary you • 
! know you joy not in a love-discourse. 

VaL Ay, Proteus, but that life is alter 'd now. 
I have done penance for contemning Love ; 
Those high-imperious thoughts have punish'd me 
V/ith bitter fasts, with penitential groans. 
With nightly tears, ana daily heart-sore sighs ; 
For, in revenge of my contempt of love, 
Love hath chas'd sleep from my enthralled eyes, 
And made them watchers of mine own heart's sorrow. 
O gentle Proteus, Love's a mighty lord. 
And hath so humbled me, as, I confess. 
There is no woe to his correction, 
Nor to his service no such joy on earth ! 
Now no discourse, except it be of love ; 
Now can I break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep. 
Upon the very naked name of love. 

Pro, Enough ; I read your fortune in your eye. 
Was this the idol that you worship so ? 

Val, Even she ; and is she not a heavenly saint ? 

Pro, No ; but she is an earthly paragon. 

VaL Call her divine. 

Pro I will not flatter her. 

Val, O, flatter me ; for love delights in praise. 

Pro, When I was sick, you gave me bitter pills ; 
And I must minister the like to you. 

VaL Then speak the truth by her ; if not divine. 
Yet let her be a principality. 
Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth. 

Pro, Except my mistress. 

VaL Sweet, except not any ; 

Except thou wilt except against my love. 

Pro, Have I not reason to prefer mine own ? 

Val, And I will help thee to prefer her too : 
She shall be dignified with this high honor, — 
To bear my lady's train, lest the base earth 
Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss^ 
And, of so great a favor growing proud, 
Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower. 
And make rough winter everlastingly. 
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Pro, Why, Valentine, what braggardism is this ? 

VaL Pardon me, Proteus : all I can is nothing 
To her, whose worth makes other worthies nothing ; 
She is alone. 

Pro, Then let her alone. 

VaL Not for the world : why, man, she is mine own ; 
And I as rich in having such a jewel 
As twenty seas, if all their sands were pearl. 
The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold. 
Forgive me, that I do not dream on thee, 
•Because thou see'st me dote upon my love. 
My foolish rival, that her father likes 
Only for his possessions are so huge. 
Is gone with her along ; and I must after. 
For love, thou know'st, is full of jealousy. 

Pro, But she loves you ? 

Val, Ay, 
And we're betroth *d : nay, more, our marriage-hour, 
"With all the cunning manner of our flight, 
Determin'd of ; how I must climb her window, 
The ladder made of cords ; and all the means 
Plotted and greed on for my happiness. 
Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber. 
In these affairs to aid me with thy counsel. 

Pro. Go on before ; I shall inquire you forth: 
I must unto the road, to disembark 
Some necessaries that I needs must use ; 
And then I'll presently attend on you. 

Val, Will you make haste } 

Pro, I will. [Exeunt Valentine and Speed, 

Even as one heat another heat expels. 
Or as one nail by strength drives out another. 
So the remembrance of my former love 
Is by a newer object quite forgotten. 
Is it mine eye, or Valentinus' praise. 
Her true perfection, or my false transgression. 
That makes me, reasonless, to reason thus ? 
She's fair ; and so is Julia, that I love, — 
That I did love, for now my love is thaw'd ; 
Which, like a waxen image 'gainst a fire. 
Bears no impression of the thing it was. 
Methinks my zeal to Valentine is cold. 
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And that I love him not as I was wont : 

O, but I love his lady too-too much ; 

And that's the reason I love him so little. 

How shall I dote on her with more advice, 

That thus without advice begin to love her f 

*Tis but her picture I have yet beheld, 

And that hath dazzled my reason's light ; 

But when I look on her perfections, 

There is no reason but I shall be blind. 

li I can check my erring love, I will ; 

If not, to compass her I'll use my skill. [Exiti 

Scene V. The same, A street. 

Enter Speed and Launce severally, 

speed, Launce ! by mine honesty, welcome to Milan ! 

Launce, Forswear not thyself, sweet youth ; for I am. 
not welcome. I reckon this always — that a man is 
never undone till he be hanged ; nor never welcome to a 
place till some certain shot be paid, and the hostess say, 
" Welcome." 

speed. Come on, you madcap, I'll to the alehouse 
with you presently ; where, for one shot of five pence^ 
thou shalt have five thousand welcomes. But, sirrah, how 
did thy master part with Madam Julia ? 

Launce, Marry, after they closed in earnest, they parted 
yeiy fairly in jest. 

speed. But shall she marry him ? 

Launce, No. 

speed. How, then ? shall he marry her ? 

Launce. No, neither. 

speed. What, are they broken ? 

Launce, No, they are both as whole as a fish. 

Speed. Why, then, how stands the matter with them ? 

Launce, Marry, thus ; when it stands well with him„ 
it stands well with her. 

Speed, What an ass art thou ! I understand thee not. 

Launce, What a block art thou, that thou canst not ! 
My staff understands me. 

Speed, What thou sayest ? 

Launce, Ay, and what I do too : look thee, I'll but 
lean, and my staff understands me. 

Speed, It stands under thee, indeed. 
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Launce, Why, stand-under and under-stand is all one, 

speed. But tell me true, will't be a match ? 

Launce, Ask my dog ; if he say ay, it will ; if he say 
no, it will ; if he snake his tail and say nothing, it will. 

speed. The conclusion is, then, that it will. 

Launce. Thou shalt never get such a secret from me 
but by a parable. 

speed, 'Tis well that I get it so. But, Launce, how 
sayest thou, that my master is become a notable lover ? 

Launce, I never knew him otherwise. 

Speed, Than how? 

Launce, A notable lubber, as thou reportest him to be. 

Speed. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mistakest me. 

Launce, Why, fool, I meant not thee ; I meant thy 
master. 

speed, I tell thee, my master is become a hot lover. 

Launce, Why, I tell thee, I care not though he bum 
liimself in love. If thou wilt go with me to the alehouse, 
so ; if not, thou art an Hebrew, a Jew, and not worth the 
name of a Christian. 

Speed, Why? 

Launce, Because thou hast not so much charity in 
thee as to go to the ale with a Christian. Wilt thou go ? 

Speed. At thy service. \Exeunt. 

Scene VI. ThesAtne, A room in the T^v^€% palace. 

Enter Proteus. 

Pro. To leave my Julia, shall I be forsworn ; 
To love fair Silvia^ shall I be forsworn ; 
To wrong my friend, I shall be much forsworn ; 
And even that power, which gave me first my oath» 
Provokes me to this threefold perjury : 
Love bade me swear, and Love bids me forswear r 
O sweet-suggesting Love, if thou hast sinn'd. 
Teach me, thy tempted subject, to excuse itl 
At first I did adore a twinkling star. 
But now I worship a celestial sun : 
Unheedful vows may heedfully be broken ; 
And he wants wit that wants resolved will 
To learn his wit t' exchange the bad for better. 
Fie, fie, unreverend tongue ! to call her bad. 
Whose sovereignty so oft thou hast preferr'd 
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With twenty thousand soul-confirming oaths. 

I cannot leave to love, and yet I do ; 

But there I leave to love where I shtjuld lave. 

Julia I lose, and Valentine I lose : 

If I keep them, I needs must lose myself; 

If I lose them, this find I by their loss, — 

For Valentine, myself ; for Julia» Silvia. 

I to myself am dearer than a friend,. 

For love is still most precious, in itself ; 

And Silvia — • witness Heaven, that made her fair f— 

Shows Julia but a swarthy Ethiop. 

I will forget that Julia is alive. 

Remembering that my love to her is dead ; 

And Valentine I'll hold an enemy. 

Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend. 

I cannot now prove constant to myself. 

Without some treachery us'd to Valentine. 

This night he meaneth with a corded ladder 

To climb celestial Silvia's chamber-window ; 

Myself in counsel his competitor : 

Now presently I'll give her father notice 

Of their disguising and pretended flight ; 

Who, all enrag'd, will banish Valentine, 

For Thurio he intends shall wed his daughter: 

But, Valentine being gone, I'll quickly cross. 

By some sly trick, blunt Thurio's dull proceeding. 

Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swift, 

As thou hast lent me wit to plot this drift ! [Exitt 

Scene VII. Verona, A room in Julia's house. 

Enter Julia and Lucetta. 

Jul, Counsel, Lucetta ; gentle girl, assist me ; 
And, even in kind love, I do conjure thee, — 
Who art the table wherein all my thoughts 
Are visibly character'd and engrav'd, — 
To lesson me ; and tell me some good mean» 
How, with my honor^ I may undertake 
A journey to my loving Proteus. 

Luc, Alas, the way is wearisome and long ! 

Jul. A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps ; 
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Much less shall she that hath Love's wings to fly. 
And when the flight is made to one so dear, 
Of such divine perfection, as Sir Proteus. 

Luc. Better forbear till Proteus make return. 

Jul, O, know'st thou not, his looks are my soul's food ? 
Pity the dearth that I have pin^ in. 
By longing for that food so long a time. 
Didst thou but know the inly touch of love. 
Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow 
As seek to quench the fire of love with words. 

Luc, I do not seek to quench your love's hot fire. 
But qualify the fire's extreme rage, 
Lest it should burn above the bounds of reason. 

Jul, The more thou damm'st it up, the more it bums ; 
Tne current that with gentle murmur glides, 
Thou know'st, being stopp'd, impatiently doth rage ; 
3ut when his fair course is not hindered, 
He makes sweet music with th* enamel'd stones, 
•Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge 
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage ; 
And so by many winding nooks he strays. 
With willing sport, to the wide ocean. 
Then let me go, and hinder not my course : 
I'll be as patient as a gentle stream. 
And make a pastime of each weary step, 
Till the last step have brought me to my love ; 
And there I'll rest, as, after much turmoil, 
A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 

Luc, But in what habit will you go along? 

Jul, Not like a woman ; for I would prevent 
The loose encounters of lascivious men : 
Oentle Lucetta, fit me with such weeds 
As may beseeni some well-reputed page. 

Luc, Why, then, your ladyship must cut your hair. 

^ul. No, girl ; I'll knit it up in silken strings 
^ith twenty odd-conceited true-love knots : 
To be fantastic may become a youth 
Of greater time than I shall show to be. 

Luc, What fashion, madam, shall I make your breeches ? 

Jul. That fits as well as — " Tell me, good my lord, 
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What compass will you wear your farthingale ? " 
Why, ever, what fashion thou best lik'st, Lucetta. 
Luc, You must needs have them with a codpiece, madam. 

/u/. Out, out, Lucetta ! that will be ill-favor'd. 

Luc. A round hose, madam, now's not worth a pin. 
Unless you have a codpiece to stick pins on. 

/u/. Lucetta, as thou lov'st me, let me have 
What thou think'st meet, and is most mannerly. 
But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me 
For undertaking so unstaid a journey ? 
1 fear me, it will make me scandaliz'd. 

Luc. If you think so, then stay at home, and go not* 
yu/. Nay, that I will not. 

Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go. 
If Proteus like your journey when you come, 
No matter who's displeas'd when you are gone : 
I fear me, he will scarce be pleas'd withal. 

/u/. That is the least, Lucetta, of my fear : 
A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears. 
And instances of infinite of love, 
Warrant me welcome to my Proteus. 

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful men. 

/u/. Base men, that use them to so base effect ! 
But truer star did govern Proteus* birth : 
His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 
His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate ; 
His tears pure messengers sent from his heart ; 
His heart as far from fraud as heaven from earth. 

Luc, Pray heaven he prove so, when you come to him I 

/u/. Now, as thou lov'st me, do him not that wrong. 
To bear a hard opinion of his truth : 
Only deserve my love by loving him ; 
And presently go with me to my chamber. 
To take a note of what I stand in need of. 
To furnish me upon my longing journey. 
All that is mine I leave at thy dispose. 
My goods, my lands, my reputation ; 
Only, in lieu thereof, dispatch me hence. 
Come, answer not, but to it presently; 
I am impatient of my tarriance, [Exeuni 
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ACT III. 
Scene I. Milan, An ante-room in the Duke's palace 

Enter DuKE, Thurio, and Proteus. 

Duke, Sir Thurio* give us- leave, I pray, awhile.; 
We have some secrets to confer about. [Exit Thurie^ 
Now, tell me, Proteus, what's your will with me ? 

Pro, My gracious lord, that which I would discover 
The law of friendship bids me to conceal; 
But when I call to mind your gracious favors 
Done to me, undeserving as I am. 
My duty pricks me on to utter that 
Which else no worldly good should draw from me. 
Know, worthy prince, Sir Valentine, my friend, 
This night intends to steal away your daughter ; 
Myself am one made privy to the plot. 
I know you have determin'd to bestow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates ; 
And should she thus be stoL'n away from you. 
It would be much vexation to your age. 
Thus, for my duty's sake, I rather chose 
To cross my friend in his intended drift 
Than, by concealing it, heap on your head 
A pack of sorrows, which would press you down. 
Being unprevented, to your timeless grave. 

Duke, Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest care ; 
Which to requite, command me while I live. 
This love of theirs myself have often seen, 
Haply when they have judg'd me fast asleep ; 
And oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid 
Sir Valentine her company and my court : 
But, fearing lest my jealous aim might err, 
And so, unworthily, disgrace the man, — 
A rashness that I ever yet have shunn'd,— 
I gave him gentle looks ; thereby to find 
That which thyself hast now disclos'd to me. 
And, that thou mayst perceive my fear of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested, 
I nightly lodge her in an upper tower. 
The key whereof myself have ever kept ; 
And thence she cannot be conveyed away. 

Pro. Know, noble lord, they have devisM a mean 
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How he her chamber-window will ascend, 
And with a corded ladder fetch her down , 
For which the youthful lover now is gone. 
And this way comes he with it presently ; 
Where, if it please you, you may intercept him. 
But, good my lord, do it so cunningly 
That my discovery be not aimed at ; 
For love of you, not hate unto my friend. 
Hath made me publisher of this pretense. 

Duke, Upon mine honor, he shall never know 
That I had any light from thee of this. 

Pro, Adieu, my lord ; Sir Valentine is coming. \ExiU 

Enter Valentine. 

Duke, Sir Valentine, whither away so fast ? 

Val, Please it your grace, there is a messenger 
That stays to bear my Tetters to my friends. 
And I am going to deliver them. 

Duke, Be they of much import ? 

VaL The tenor of them doth but signify 
My health, and happy being at your court. 

Duke, Nay, then, no matter ; stay with me awhile • 
I am to break with thee of some affairs 
That touch me near, wherein thou must be secret. 
'Tis not unknown to thee that I have sought 
To match my friend Sir Thurio to my daughter. 

Val, I know it well, my lord ; and, sure, the match 
Were rich and honorable ; besides, the gentleman 
Is full of virtue, bounty, worth, and qualities 
Beseeming such a wife as your fair daughter : 
Cannot your grace win her to fancy him ? 

Duke, No, trust me ; she is peevish, sullen, froward. 
Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty ; 
Neither regarding that she is my child, 
Nor fearing me as if I were her father : 
And, may I say to thee, this pride of hers, 
Upon advice, hath drawn my love from her ; 
And; where I thought the remnant of mine age 
Should have been cherish'd by her child-like duty, 
I now am full resolv'd to take a wife. 
And turn her out to who will take her in : 
Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower ; 
For me and my possessions she esteems not* 
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VaL What, would your grace have me to do in this ? 

Duke, There is a lady in Milano here 
Whom I affect ; but she is nice and coy. 
And naught esteems my ag^d eloquence ; 
Now, therefore, would I have thee to my tutor — 
For long agone I have forgot to court ; 
Besides, the fashion of the time is chang'd, — 
How, and which way, I may bestow myself. 
To be regarded in her sun-bright eye. 

VaL Win her with gifts, if she respect not words : 
Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind, 
More than quick words, do move a woman's mind. 

Duke. But she did scorn a present that I sent her. 

Val, A woman sometime scorns what best contents 
her: 
Send her another ; never give her o'er ; 
For scorn at first makes after-love the more. 
If she do frown, 'tis not in hate of you. 
But rather to beget more love in you : 
If she do chide, 'tis not to have you gone ; 
For why the fools are mad, if left alone. 
Take no repulse, whatever she doth say ; 
For •' get you gone," she doth not mean *' away ! '* 
Flatter and praise, commend, extol their graces ; 
Though ne'er so black, say they have angels' faces. 
That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man. 
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 

Duke. But she I mean is promis'd by her friends 
Unto a youthful gentleman of worth ; 
And kept severely from resort of men, 
That no man hath access by day to her. 

Va/. Why, then, I would resort to her by night. 

Duke. Ay, but the doors be lock'd, and keys kept saffe, 
That no man hath recourse to her by night. 

Va/. What lets but one may enter at her window ? 

Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground. 
And built so shelving, that one cannot climb it 
Without apparent hazard of his life. 

Va/. Why, then, a ladder, quaintly made of cordSy 
To cast up, with a pair of anchoring hooks. 
Would serve to scale another Hero's tower. 
So bold Leander would adventure it. 
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Duke, Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood. 
Advise me where I may have such a ladder. 

VaL When would you use it ? pray, sir, tell me that. 

Duke, This very night ; for Love is like a child. 
That longs for every thing that he can come by. 

Val, By seven o'clock I'll get you such a ladder. 

Duke, But, hark thee ; I will go to her alone ; 
How shall I best convey the ladder thither ? 

Val, It will be light, my lord, that you may bear it 
Under a cloak that is of any length. 

Duke, A cloak as long as thine will serve the turn ? 

Val, Ay, my good lord. 

Duke, Then let me see thy cloak : 

I'll get me one of such another length. 

Val, Why, any cloak will serve the turn, my lord. 

Duke, How shall I fashion me to wear a cloak ? — 
I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me. — 
What letter is this same 1 What's here ? — " Jo Silvia ! " 
And here an engine fit for my proceeding ! 
I'll be so bold to break the seal for once. \Reads. 

** My thoughts do harbor with my Silvia nightly ; 

And slaves they are to me, that send them flying : 
O, could their master come and go as lightly. 

Himself would lodge where senseless they are lying ! 
My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rest them ; 

While I, their king, that thither them importune. 
Do curse the grace that with such grace hath bless'd themi 

Because myself do want my servants' fortune : 

I curse myself, for they are sent by me. 

That they should harbor where their lord would be." 
What's here ? 

" Silvia, this night I will enfranchise thee : " 
'Tis so ; and here's the ladder for the purpose. 
Why, Phaethon, — for thou art Merops' son, — 
Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car, 
And with thy daring folly burn the world ? 
Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on thee? 
Go, base intruder ! overweening slave ! 
Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates ; 
And think my patience, more than thy desert. 
Is privilege for thy departure hence : 
Thank me for this, more than for all the favors 
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Which, all too much, I have bestow'd on thee. 
But if thou linger in my territories 
Longer than swiftest expedition 
Will give thee time to leave our royal court, 
By heaven, my wrath shall far exceed the love 
I ever bore my daughter or thyself. 
Be gone ! I will not hear thy vain excuse ; 
But, as thou lov'st thy life, make speed from hence. Exit. 
Val. And why not death, rather than living torment ? 
To die, is to be banish'd from myself ; 
And Silvia is myself : banish'd from her. 
Is self from self, — a deadly banishment ! 
What light is light, if Silvia be not seen ? 
What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ? 
Unless it be to think that she is by. 
And feed upon the shadow of perfection. 
Except I be by Silvia in the night. 
There is no music in the nightingale ; 
Unless I look on Silvia in the day. 
There is no day for me to look upon : 
She is my essence ; and 1 leave to be. 
If I be not by her fair influence 
Foster 'd, illumin'd, cherish'd, kept alive. 
I fly not death, to fly this deadly doom : 
Tarry I here, I but attend on death ; 
But, fly I hence, I fly away from life. 

Enter Proteus and Launce. 

Pro, Run, boy, run, run, and seek him out. 
Launce. So-ho, so-ho ! 
Pro. What see'st thou ? 

Launce. Him we go to find : there's not a hair on *s 
head but 'tis a Valentine. 
Pro, Valentine I 

Val, No. 
Pro, Who then ? his spirit ? 

Val. Neither. 
Pro, What then ? 

Val, Nothing. 

Launce. Can nothing speak ? Master, shall I strike ? 

Pro, Who wouldst thou strike ? 

Launce* Nothing. 

Lisa £▼•«•▼•>» 
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Pro. Villain, forbear. 

Launce. Why, sir, I'll strike nothing: I pray you, — 

Pro, Sirrah, I say, forbear.— Friend Valentine, a word. 

VaL My ears are stopp'd, and cannot. hear good news. 
So much of bad already hath possess'd them. 

Pro, Then in dumb silence will I bury mine. 
For they are harsh, untunable, and bad. 

Val, Is Silvia dead ? 

Pro, No, Valentine. 

Val, No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia ! — 
Hath she forsworn me ? 

Pro, No, Valentine. 

Val, No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn me ! — 
What is your news ? 

Launce, Sir, there is a proclamation that you are van* 
ished. 

Pro, That thou art banishdd — O, that's the news ! — 
From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy friend. 

Val, O, I have fed upon this woe already. 
And now excess of it will make me surfeit. 
Doth Silvia know that I am banished ? 

Pro, Ay, ay ; and she hath offer'd to the doom — 
Which, unrevers'd, stands in effectual force — 
A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears : 
Those at her father's churlish feet she tender'd ; 
With them, upon her knees, her humble self ; 
Wringing h^r hands, whose whiteness so became them 
As if but now they waxdd pale for woe : 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up. 
Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding tears. 
Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire ; 
But Valentine, if he be ta'en, must die. 
Besides, her intercession chaf 'd him so. 
When she for thy repeal was suppliant. 
That to close prison he commanded h€r. 
With many bitter threats of biding there. 

Val, No more ; unless the next word that thou speak'st 
Have some malignant power upon my life : 
If so, I pray thee, breathe it in mine ear. 
As ending anthem of my -endless dolor. 

Pro, Cease to lament for that thou canst not help. 
And study help for that which thou lament 'st. 
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Time is the nurse and breeder of all good. 
Here if thou stay, thou canst not see thy love ; 
Besides, thy staying will abridge thy life. 
Hope is a lover's staff ; walk hence with that, 
And manage it against despairing thoughts. 
Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence ; 
Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver'd 
Even in the milk-white bosom of thy love. 
The time now serves not to expostulate : 
Come, I'll convey thee through the city-gate ; 
And, ere I part with thee, confer at large 
Of all that may concern thy love-affairs. 
As thou lov'st Silvia, though not for thyself. 
Regard thy danger, and along with me. 

Va/. I pray thee, Launce, an if thou see'st my boy. 
Bid him make haste, and meet me at the north-gate. 

Pro. Go, sirrah, find him out. — Come, Valentine. 

Vai. O my dear Silvia ! — Hapless Valentine ! 

[^Exeunt Valentine and Proteus^ 

Launce, I am but a fool, look you ; and yet I have the 
wit to think my master is a kind of a knave : but that's 
all one, if he be but one knave. He lives not now that 
knows me to be in love ; yet I am in love ; but a team of 
horse* shall not pluck that from me ; nor who 'tis I love ; 
and yet 'tis a woman ; but what woman, I will not tell 
myself ; and yet 'tis a milkmaid ; yet 'tis not a maid, for 
she hath had gossips ; yet 'tis a maid, for she is her mas- 
ter's maid, and serves for wages. She hath more quali- 
ties than a water-spaniel, — which is much in a bare 
Christian. \Pulling out a paper ^ Here is the cate-log 
of her conditions. YReads\ " Imprimis, She can fetch and 
carry." Why, a horse can do no more : nay, a horse 
cannot fetch, but only carry ; therefore is she better than 
a jade. " Item, She can milk ; *' look you, a sweet virtue 
in a maid with clean hands. 

Enter SPEED. 

Speed, How now, Signior Launce! what news with 
your mastership } 

Launce, With my master's ship ? why, it is at sea. 

speed. Well, your old vice still ; mistake the word. 
What news, then, in your paper? 
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Launce, The blackest news that ever thou heardest. 

speed. Why, man, how black? 

Launce, Why, as black as ink. 

speed, Lee me read them. 

JLaunce, Fie on thee, jolt-head ! thou canst not read. 

speed. Thou liest ; I can. 

Launce, I will try thee. Tell me this : who begot 
thee ? 

speed. Marry, the son of my grandfather. 

Launce, O illiterate loiterer ! it was the son of thy 
grandmother : this proves that thou canst not read. 

Speed, Come, fool, come ; try me in thy paper. 

Launce, There ; and Saint Nicholas be thy speed ! 

Speed, [reads] ** Imprimis, She can milk." 

Launce, Ay, that she can. 

Speed, " Item, She brews good ale." 

Launce, And thereof comes the proverb, — Blessing 
of your heart, you brew good ale. 

Speed, ** Item, She can sew." 

Launce, That's as much as to say. Can she so ? 

speed. " Item, She can knit." 

Launce, What need a man care for a stock with a 
wench, when she can knit him a stock ? 

speed, *' Item, She can wash and scour." 

Launce, A special virtue ; for then she need not be 
washed and scoured. 

Speed, " Item, She can spin." 

Launce, Then may I set the world on wheels, when 
she can spin for her living. 

Speed, " Item, She hath many nameless virtues." 

Launce, That's as much as to say, bastard virtues; 
that, indeed, know not their fathers, and therefore have 
no names. 

Speed, " Here follow her vices." 

Launce, Close at the heels of her virtues. 

speed, " Item, She is not to be kissed fasting, in re- 
spect of her breath." 

Launce. Well, that fault may be mended with a break« 
fast. Read on. 

Speed, " Item, She hath a sweet mouth." 

Launce, That makes amends for her sour breath. 

speed, •' Item, She don't talk in her sleep." 
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LauHce, It's no matter for that, so she sleep not in her 
talk. 

speed, " Item, She is slow in words." 

Launce, O villain, that set this down among her vices ! 
To be slow in words is a woman's only virtue : I pray 
thee, out with't, and place it for her chief virtue. 

speed. *\ Item, She is proud." 

Launce, Out with that too ; it was Eve's legacy, and 
cannot be ta'en from her. 

Speed. " Item, She hath flo teeth." 

Launce^ I care not for that neither, because I love 
crusts. 

Speed. " Item, She is curst." 

Launce. Well, the best is, she hath no teeth to bite. 

speed. ** Item, She will often praise her liquor." 

Launce. If her liquor be good, she shall : if she will 
not, I will ; for good things should be praised. 

Speed. " Item, She is too liberal." 

Launce. Of her tongue she cannot, for that's writ 
down she is slow of ; of her purse she shall not, for that 
I'll keep shut : now, of another thing she may, and that 
cannot I help. Well, proceed. 

speed. ** Item, She hath more hair than wit, and more 
faults than hairs, and more wealth than faults." 

Launce. Stop there ; I'll have her: she was mine, and 
not mine, twice or thrice in that last article. Rehearse 
that once more. 

speed. •* Item, She hath more hair than wit," — 

Launce. More hair than wit, — it may be: I'll prove it. 
The cover of the salt hides the salt, and therefore it is 
more than the salt ; the hair that covers the wit is more 
than the wit, for the greater hides the less. What's next ? 

Speed. " And more faults than hairs," — 

Launce. That's monstrous : O, that that were out ! 

speed. •• And more wealth than faults." 

Launce. Why, that word makes the faults gracious. 
Well, I'll have ner: and if it be a match, as nothing is 
impossible, — 

Speed. What then ? 

Launce. Why, then will I tell th«e — that thy master 
stays for thee at the north-gate. 

Speed, For me t 
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Launce, For thee ! ay ; who art thou ? he hath staid 
for a better man than thee. 

speed. And must I go tb him ? 

Launce, Thou must run to him» for thou hast staid 
so long, that going will scarce serve the turn. 

speed. Why didst not tell me sooner? pox of your 
love-letters ! \Exit. 

Launce, Now will he be swinged for reading my letter, 
— an unmannerly slave, that will thrust himself into se- 
crets ! I'll after, to rejoice in the boy's correction. \Exitt 

Scene II. The same. A room in the Duke's /^/ar^. 

Enter Duke and Thurio. 

Duke, Sir Thurio, fear not but that she will love you» 
Now Valentine is banish 'd from her sight. 

Thu, Since his exile she hath despis'd me most* 
Forsworn my company, and rail'd at me. 
That I am desperate of obtaining her. 

Duke, This weak impress of love is as a figure 
Trenched in ice, which with an hour's heat 
Dissolves to water, and doth lose his form. 
A little time will melt her frozen thoughts. 
And worthless Valentine shall be forgot. 

Enter Proteus. 

How now. Sir Proteus ! Is your countryman. 
According to our proclamation, gone } 

Pro, Gone, my good lord. 

Duke, My daughter takes his going grievously. 

Pro, A little time, my lord, will kill that grief. 

Duke, So I believe ; but Thurio thinks not so. 
Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee — 
For thou hast shown some sign of good desert — 
Makes me the better to confer with thee. 

Pro, Longer than I prove loyal to your grace 
Let me not live to look upon your grace. 

Duke, Thou know'st how willingly I would effect 
The match between Sir Thurio and my daughter. 

Pro, I do, my lord. 

Duke, And also, I think, thou art not ignorant 
How she opposea her as^ainst my will. 

Pro, She did, my lord, when Valentine was here, 
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X)uke, Ay, and perversely she pers^vers so. 
What might we do to make the girl forget 
The love of Valentine, and love Sir Thurio ? 

Pro. The best way is to slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent, — 
Three things that women highly hold in hate. 

Duke. Ay, but she'll think that it is spoke in hate. 

Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it : 
Therefore it must with circumstance be spoken 
By one whom she esteemeth as his friend. 

Duke, Then you must undertake to slander him. 

Pro. And that, my lord, I shall be loth to do : 
•Tis an ill office for a gentleman. 
Especially against his very friend. 

Duke. Where your good word cannot advantage him, 
Your slander never can endamage him ; 
Therefore the office is indifferent, 
Being entreated to it by your friend. 

Pro. You have prevail'd, my lord : if I can do it 
By aught that I can speak in his dispraise, 
She shall not long continue love to him. 
But say, this weed her love from Valentine, 
It follows not that she will love Sir Thurio. 

Thu. Therefore, as you unwind love from him. 
Lest it should ravel and be good to none. 
You must provide to bottom it on me ; 
Which must be done by praising me as much 
As you in worth dispraise Sir Valentine. 

Duke. And, Proteus, we dare trust you in this kind. 
Because we know, on Valentine's report. 
You are already Love's firm votary. 
And cannot soon revolt and change your mind. 
Upon this warrant shall you have access 
Where you with Silvia may confer at large ; 
For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy. 
And, for your friend's sate, will be glad of you ; 
When you may temper her, by your persuasion, 
To hate young Valentine, ana love my friend. 

Pro. As much as I can do, I will effect : — 
But you. Sir Thurio, are not sharp enough ; 
You must lay lime to tangle her desires 
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By wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes 
Should be full-fraught with serviceable vows. 

£>u^e. Ay, 
Much is the force of heaven-bred poesy. 

Pro. Say, that upon the altar of her beauty 
You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart : 
Write till your ink be dry, and with your tears 
Moist it again ; and frame some feeling line 
That may discover such integrity : 
For Orpheus' lute was strung with poets' sinews ; 
Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones. 
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands. 
After your dire-lamenting elegies. 
Visit by night your lady's chamber-window 
With some sweet consort ; to their instruments 
Tune a deploring dump : the night's dead silence 
Will well become such sweet-corn plaining grievance. 
This, or else nothing, will inherit her. 

Duke. This discipline shows thou hast been in love. 

Thu. And thy advice this night I'll put in practice. 
Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver. 
Let us into the city presently 
To sort some gentlemen well skill'd in music : 
I have a sonnet that will serve the turn 
To give the onset to thy good advice. 

Duke. About it, gentlemen. 

Pro. We'll wait upon your grace till after supper. 
And afterward determine our proceedings. 

Duke, Even now about it ; I will pardon you. {Exeunt, 

ACT IV. 
Scene I. A forest near Milan, 

Enter certain Outlaws. 

First Out. Fellows, stand fast ; I see a passenger. 
Sec, Out, If there be ten, shrink not, but down with 
'em. 

Enter Valentine and Speed. 

Third Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that you have 

about ye ; 
If not, we'll make you sit, and ride you. 
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Speed, O, wr, we are' undone ! these are the villains 
That all the travelers do fear so much. 

VaL My friends, — 

Pirst Out, That's not so, sir, — we are your -enemies. 

Sec. Out. Peace ! we'll hear him. 

Third Out. Ay, by my beard, will we ; 
For he's a proper man. 

VaL Then know that I have little wealth to lose : 
A man I am cross 'd with adversity : 
My riches are these poor habiliments, 
Of which if you should here disfurnish me, 
You take the sum and substance that I have. 

Sec, Out, Whither travel you ? 

VaL To Verona. ' 

First Out, Whence come you ? 

VaL From Milan. 

Third Out, Have you long sojourn *d there ? 

VaL Some sixteen months ; and longer might have 
stay'd 
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 

First Out. What, were you banish'd thence ? 

VaL I was. 

Sec, Out. For what offense ? 

VaL For that which now torments me to rehearse 
I kill'd a man, whose death I must repent ; 
But yet I slew him manfully in fight, 
Without false vantage or base treachery. 

First Out. Why, ne'er repent it, if it were done so. 
But were you banish d for so small a fault? 

VaL I was, and held me glad of such a doom. 

Sec. Out. Have you the tongues ? 

VaL.My youthful travel therein made me happy. 
Or else I often had been miserable. 

Third Out, By the bare scalp of Robin Hood's fat 

friar. 
This fellow were a king for our wild faction ! 

First Out. We'll have him : — sirs, a word. 

speed. Master, be one of them ; 
It is an honorable kind of thievery. 

VaL Peace, villain ! 

Sec. Out. Tell us this : have you any thing to take to ? 

Val, Nothing but my fortune. 
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Third Out, Know, then/ that some of us are gentlemen. 
Such as the fury of ungovem'd youth 
Thrust from the company of awful men.: 
Myself was from Verona banished 
For practicing to steal aiway a lady, 
An heir, and near allied unto the duke. 

Sec. Out, And I from Mantua^ for a gentleman,. 
Who, in my mood, I stabb'd unto the heart. 

First Out, And I for such-like petty crimes as thesci 
But to the purpose, — for we cite our faults, 
That they may hold excus'd our lawless lives ; 
And'partly^ seeing yoa are beautified 
With goodly shape, and by your own report 
A linguist, and a man of such perfection 
As we do in our quality much want, — 

Sec, Out, Indeed, because you are a banish 'd man» 
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you : 
Are you content to be our general? 
To make a virtue of necessity, 
And live, as we do, in this wilderness ? 

Third Out, What say'st thou? wilt thou be of our 

consort ? 
Say ay, and be the captain of us all : 
We'll do thee homage and be rul'd by thee, 
Love thee as our commander and our king. 

First Out, But if thou scorn our courtesy, thoU diest. 

Sec.Out, Thou shalt not live to brag what we have 
offer'd. 

Val, I take your offer, and will live with you, 
Provided that you do not outrages 
On silly women or poor passengers. 

Third Out, No, we detest such vile base practices. 
Come, go with us, we'll bring thee to our cave. 
And show thee all the treasure we have got ; 
Which, with ourselves, shall rest at thy dispose [^ExeuHtv 

Scene II. Milan, The court of the Duke's /a/a^. 

Enter Proteus. 

Pro, Already have I been false to Valentine;. 
And now I must be as unjust to Thurio. 
Under the color of commending him, 
I have access my own love to prefer : 
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But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy. 

To be corrupted with my worthless gifts. 

When I protest true loyalty to her. 

She twits me with my falsehood to my friend ; 

When to her beauty I commend my vows. 

She bids me think how I have been forsworn 

In breaking faith with Julia whom I lov'd : 

And notwithstanding all her sudden quips. 

The least whereof would quell a lover's hope. 

Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love. 

The more it grows, and fawneth on her still. 

But here comes Thurio : now must we to her window 

And give some evening music to her ear. 

Enter Thurio and Musicians. 

Thu. How now, Sir Proteus ! are you crept before us ? 

Pro, Ay, gentle Thurio ; for you know that love 
Will creep in service where it cannot go. 

Thu, Ay, but I hope, sir, that you love not here. 
Pro, Sir, but I do ; or else I would be hence. 

Thu. Who? Silvia? 

Pro, Ay, Silvia, — for your sake, 

Thu, I thank you for your own. — Now, gentlemen. 
Let's tune, and to it lustily awhile. 

Enter at a distance: Host, and Julia in boy^s clothes. 

Host, Now, my young guest, — methinks you're 
allicholy : I pray you, why is it ? 

Jul, Marry, mine host, because I cannot be merry. 

Host, Come, we'll have you merry : I'll bring you where 
you shall hear music, and see the gentleman that you 
Asked for. 

Jul, But shall I hear him speak ? 

Host. Ay, that you shall. 

Jul. That will be music. \Musicplayu 

Host. Hark, hark I 

Jul. Is he among these? 

Host. Ay : but, peace 1 let's hear *ein. 
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Song, 

Who is Silvia ? what is she. 

That all our swains commend her? 

Holy, fair, and wise is she ; 

The heaven such grace did lend her. 

That she might admired be. 

Is she kind as she is fair, — 

For beauty lives with kindness ? 

Love doth to her eyes repair. 
To help him of his blindness ; 

And, being help'd, inhabits there. 

Then to Silvia let us sing, 

That Silvia is excelling ; 
She excels each mortal thing 

Upon the dull earth dwelling : 
To her let us garlands bring. 

Host, How now, you are sadder than you were before : 
How do you, man ? the music likes you not. 

////. You mistake ; the musician likes me not. 

Host, Why, my pretty youth ? 

fuL He plays false, father. 

Host, How t out of tune on the strings ? 

Jul, Not so ; but yet so false that he grieves my very 
heart-strings. 

Host, You have a quick ear. 

Jul, Ay, I would I were deaf ; it makes me have a slow 
heart. 

Host, I perceive you delight not in music. 

Jul, Not a whit, — when it jars so. 

Host, Hark, what fine change is in the music 

Jul, Ay, that change is the spite. 

Host, You would have them always play but one thing ? 

Jul, I would alwdys have one play but one thing. 
But, host, doth this Sir Proteus that we talk on 
Often resort unto this gentlewoman ? 

Host, I tell you what Launce, his man, told me,— he 
loved her out of all nick. 
Jul, Where is Launce ? 
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I am thus early come to know what service 
It is your pleasure to command me in. 

Sil. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman, — 
Think not I flatter, for I swear 1 do not, — 
Valiant, wise, remorseful, well accomplish 'd : 
Thou art not ignorant what dear good will 
I bear unto the banish 'd Valentine ; 
Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vain Thurio, whom my very soul abhors. 
Thyself hast lov'd ; and I have heard thee say 
No grief did ever come so near thy heart 
As when thy lady and thy true love died. 
Upon whose grave thou vow'dst pure chastity. 
Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine, 
To Mantua, where I hear he makes abode ; 
And, for the ways are dangerous to pass, 
I do desire thy worthy company. 
Upon whose faith and honor I repose. 
Urge not my father's anger, Eglamour, 
But think upon my grief, — a lady's grief, — 
And on the justice of my flying hence. 
To keep me from a most unholy match. 
Which heaven and fortune still reward with plagues. 
I do desire thee, even from a heart 
As full of sorrows as the sea of sands, 
To bear me company, and go with me : 
If not, to hide what I have said to thee. 
That I may venture to depart alone. 

E^l. Madam, I pity much your grievances ; 
Which since I know they virtuously are plac'd, 
I give consent to go along with you ; 
Recking as Httle what betideth me 
As much I wish all good befortune you. 
When will you go } 

SiL This evening coming. 

EgL Where shall I meet you } 

SiL At Friar Patrick's cell. 

Where I intend holy confession. 

Egl. I will not fail your ladyship. Good morrow. 
Gentle lady. 

SiL Good morrow, kind Sir Eglamour. 

{Exeunt Eglamour^ and Silvia above* 
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Enter Launce, with his Dog, 

Launce, When a man's servant shall play the cur with 
him, look you, it goes hard •. one that I brought up of a 
puppy ; on^ that I saved from drowning, when three or 
four of his blind brothers and sisters went to it ! I have 
taught him — even as one would say precisely, Thus I 
would teach a dog. I was sent to deliver him as a pres- 
ent to Mistress Silvia from my master ; and I came no 
sooner into the dining-chamber, but he steps me to her 
trencher, and steals her capon's leg : O, 'tis a foul thing 
when a cur cannot keep himself in all companies ! I 
would have, as one should say, one that takes upon him 
to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog at all things. 
If I had not had more wit than he, to take a fault upon 
me that he did, I think verily he had been hanged for't ; 
sure as I live, he had suffered for't : you shall judge. He 
thrusts me himself into the company of three or four gen- 
tlemanlike dogs, under the duke's table : he had not been 
there (bless the mark !) a pissing-while, but all the cham- 
ber smelt him. " Out with the dog," says one ; " What 
cur is that } " says another ; "Whip him out," says the 
third ; " Hang him up," says the duke. I, having been 
acquainted with the smell before, knew it was Crab ; and 
goes me to the fellow that whips the dogs: "Friend," 
quoth I, " you mean to whip the dog ? " " Ay, marry, do 
I," quoth he. " You do him the more wrong," quoth I ; 
"* 'twas I did the thing you wot of." He makes me no 
more ado, but whips me out of the chamber. How many 
masters would do this for his servant? Nay, I'll be 
sworn, I have sat in the stocks for puddings he hath stolen, 
otherwise he had been executed ; I have stood on the pil- 
lory for geese he hath killed, otherwise he had suffered 
for't. — Thou thinkest not of this now ! Nay, I remember 
the trick you served me when I took my leave of Madam 
Silvia ; did not I bid thee still mark me, and do as I do ? 
when didst thou see me heave up my leg and make water 
against a gentlewoman's farthingale? didst thou ever see 
me do such a trick ? 

Re-enter Prc^teUS, and JULIA in boy's clothes. 

Pro. Sebastian is thy name ? I like thee well. 
And will employ thee in some service presently. 
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7«/. In what you please ; I will do what I can. 

Pro, I hope tnou wilt. — [ To Launce) How now, you 
whoreson peasant! 
Where have you been these two days loitering ? 

Launce, Marry, sir, I carried Mistress Silvia the dog 
you bade me. 

Pro, And what says she to my little jewel ? 

Launce. Marry, she says your doe was a cur, and tells 
you currish thanks is good enough for such a present. 

Pro, But she received my dog ? 

Launce, No, indeed, did she not : here have I brought 
him back again. 

Pro, What, didst thou offer her this from me ? 

Launce, Ay, sir; the other squirrel was stolen from me 
by the hangman boys in the market-place : and then I 
offered her mine own, — who is a dog as big as ten of 
yours, and therefore the gift the greater. 

Pro. Go get thee hence, and find my dog again, 
Or ne'er return again into my sight. 
Away, I say ! stay'st thou to vex me here ? 
A slave, that still an end turns me to shame ! 

\Exit Launce^ 
Sebastian, I have entertained thee, 
Partly that I have need of such a youth. 
That can with some discretion do my business. 
For 'tis no trusting to yond foolish lout ; 
But chiefly for thy face and thy behavior, 
Which — if my augury deceive me not — 
Witness good bringing up, fortune, and truth : 
Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee. 
Go presently, and take this ring with thee. 
Deliver it to Madam Silvia : 
She lov'd me well deliver'd it to me. 

Jul. It seems you lov'd not her, to leave her token. 
She's dead, belike } 

Pro, Not so ; I think she lives. 

Jul, Alas! 

Pro. Why dost thou cry. " Alas " ? 

Jul. I cannot choose 

But pity her. 

Pro, Wherefore shouldst thou pity her? 

ful. Because methinks that she lov'd you as well 

I- ^66. |t.O.V. 5*. 



Aciiy.l TH^O GENTLEMEN OF VERONA, iScenell 

As you do love your lady Silvia : 

She dreams on him that has forgot her love ; 

You dote on her that cares not for your love. 

'Tis pity love should be so contrary ; 

And thinking on it makes me cry, ** Alas ! " 

Pro, Well, well, give her that ring, and therewithal 
This letter : — that's her chamber: — tell my lady 
I claim the promise for her heavenly picture. 
Your message done, hie home unto my chamber, 
Where thou shalt find me, sad and solitary. [-£>//. 

Jul, How many women would do such a message } 
Alas, poor Proteus ! thou hast entertain 'd 
A fox to be the shepherd of thy lambs : — 
Alas, poor fool ! why do I pity him, 
That with his very heart despiseth me ? 
Because he loves her, he despiseth me ; 
Because I love him, I must pity him. 
This ring I gave him when he parted from me. 
To bind him to remember my good will : 
And now am I — unhappy messenger — 
To plead for that which I would not obtain ; 
To carry that which 1 would have refus'd ; 
To praise his faith which I would have disprais'd. 
I am my master's true-confirmed love ; 
But cannot be true servant to my master. 
Unless I prove false traitor to myself. 
Yet will I woo for him ; but yet so coldly 
As, heaven it knows, I would not have him speed. 

Enter Silvia below, attended. 

Gentlewoman, good day ! I pray you, be my mean 
To bring me where to speak with Madam Silvia. 

5/7. What would you with her, if that I be she ? 
. Jul, If you be she, I do entreat your patience 
To hear me speak the message I am sent on. 

Sil, From whom ? 

Jul, From my master. Sir Proteus, madam. 

5/7. O, — he sends you for a picture ? 

Jul, Ay, madam. 

5/7. Ursula, bring my picture there. — 

[ T/ie picture is brtn^ht. 
Go give your master this : tell him, from me, 
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One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget, q 

Would better fit his chamber than this shadow. ^ 

Jul, Madam, please you peruse this letter : — ^i 

{Gives a letter. ^ 
Pardon me, madam ; I have unadvis'd -j 

Deliver'd you a paper that I should not : ^ 

This is the letter to your ladyship. \Gives another. p 

SiL I pray thee, let me look on that again. j 

Jul, It may not be ; good madam, pardon me. j 

5/7. There, hold : — \Gtves back the first letter, 

I will not look upon your master's lines : 
I know they're stuff'd with protestations, 
And full of new-found oaths ; which he will break 
As easily as I do tear his paper. [ Tears the second letter. 

Jul, Madam, he sends your ladyship this ring. 

SiL The more shame for him that he sends it me ; 
For I have heard him say a thousand times 
His Julia gave it him at nis departure. 
Though his false finger have profan'd the ring, 
Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong. 

Jul, She thanks you. 

5/7. What say'st thou ? 

Jul, 1 ,thank you, madam, that you tender her. 
Poor gentlewoman ! my master wrongs her much. 

5/7. Dost thou know her } 

Jul, Alnjost as well as I do know myself 
To think upon her woes I do protest 
.That I have wept a hundred several times. 

5/7. Belike she thinks that Proteus hath forsook her, 

Jul. I think she doth ; and that's her cause of sorrow 

5/7. Is she not passing fair ? 

Jul, She hath been fairer, madam, than she is: 
when she did think my master lov'd her well. 
She, in my judgment, was as fair as you ; 
But since she did neglect her looking-glass. 
And threw her sun-expelling mask away, 
The air hath starv'd the roses in her cheeks. 
And pinch 'd the lily-tincture of her face, 
That now she is become as black as I. 

5/7. How tall was she ? 

Jul, About my stature : for, at Pentecost, 
When all our pageants of delight were play'd, 
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Our youth got me to play the woman's part. 

And I was trimm'd in Madam Julia's gown ; 

Which served me as fit, by all men's judgments. 

As if the garment had been made for me : 

Therefore I know she is about my height. 

And at that time I made her weep a-good. 

For I did play a lamentable part ; 

Madam, 'twas Ariadne, passioning 

For Theseus' perjury and unjust flight : 

Which I so lively acted with my tears, 
' That my poor mistress, mov^d therewithal, 
I Wept bitterly ; and, would I might be dead, 
1 If I in thougnt felt not her very sorrow ! 

5/7. She is beholding to thee, gentle youth : — 
j Alas, poor lady, desolate and left ! — 
I I weep myself to think upon thy words. 
; Here, youth, there is my purse : I give thee this 
, For thy sweet mistress' sake, because thou lov'st her. 

Farewell. 
/u/. And she shall thank you for't if e'er you know her. 

[Exit Silvia with Attendants^ 

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful ! 

I hope my master's suit will be but cold. 

Since she respects my mistress* love so much. 

Alas, how love can trifle with itself ! 

Here is her picture : let me see ; I think. 

If I had such a tire, this face of mine 

Were full as lovely as is this of hers : 

And yet the painter flatter'd her a little, 

Unless I flatter with myself too much. 

Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow : 
k If that be all the difference in his love, 
' ril get me such a color'd periwig. 

Her eyes are gray as glass ; and so are mine : 

Ay, but her forehead's low, and mine's as high. 

What should it- be that he respects in her. 

But I can make respective in myself, 

If this fond Love were not a blinded god ? 
) Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up, 
[ For 'tis thy rival. O thou senseless form, 
• Thou shalt be worship'd, kiss'd, lov'd, and ador'd I 

And, were there sense in his idolatry, 
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My snbstance should be statue in thy stead. 

I'll use thee kindly for thy mistress' sake, 

That us'd me so ; or else, by Jove I vow, 

I should have scratch 'd out your unseeing eyes, 

To make my master out of love with thee 1 [Extt^ 

ACT V. 

Scene I. Milan. An abbey. 

Enter Eglamour. 

EgL The sun begins to gild the western sky ; 
And now it is about the very hour 
That Silvia, at Friar Patrick's cell, should meet me. 
She will not fail ; for lovers break not hours. 
Unless it be to come before their time ; 
So much they spur their expedition. 
See where she comes. 

Enter Silvia. 

Lady, a happy evening ! 

5/7. Amen, amen ! Go on, good Eglamour, 
Out at the postern by the abbey-wall ; 
I fear I am attended by some spies. 

Egl. Fear not : the forest is not three leagues off ; 
If we recover that, we're sure enough. [^ExeunK 

Scene II. The same. A room in the Duke's palace. 
Enter Thurio, Proteus, and Julia in boys clothes, 

Thu. Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my suit ? 

Pro. O, sir, I find her milder than she was ; 
And yet she takes exceptions at your person. 

Thu, What, that my leg is too long ? 

Pro. No ; that it is too little. 

Thu. I'll wear a boot, to make it somewhat rounder. 
Jul. [aside] But love will not be spurr'd to what it 

loathes. 

Thu. What says she to my face ? 

Pro. She says it is a fair one. 

Thu. Nay, then, the wanton lies ; my face is black. 

Pro. But pearls are fair ; and the old saying is. 
Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies' eyes. 
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JuL \aside\ 'Tis true, such pearls as put out ladies' 

eyes ; 
For I had rather wink than look on them. 
Thu, How likes she my discourse ? 
Pro, 111, when you talk of war. 
Thu, But well, when I discourse of love and peace ? 
JuL \astde\ But, indeed, better when you hold your 

peace. 
Thu, What says she to my valor ? 
Pro, O, sir, she makes 

No doubt of that. 
Jul, \aside\ She needs not, when she knows it coward- 
ice. 
Thu, What says she to my birth } 
Pro, That you are well deriv'd. 
Jul, \aside\ True ; from a gentleman to a fooL 
Thu, Considers she my possessions ? 
Pro, O, ay ; and pities them. 
Thu, Wherefore? 

Jul, [aside] That such an ass should owe them. 
Pro, That they are out by lease, 
Jul, Here comes the duke. 

Enter Duke. 

Duke. How now. Sir Proteus ! how now, Thurio I 
Which of you saw Sir Eglamour of late ? 

Thu, Not f. 

Pro, Nor I. 

Duke, Saw you my daughter ? 

Pro, Neither. 

Duke, Why, then, she's fled unto that peasant Valen- 
tine ; 
And Eglamour is in her company. 
*Tis true ; for Friar Laurence met them both, 
As he in penance wander'd through the forest : 
Him he knew well : and guess'd that it was she. 
But, being mask'd, he was not sure of it : 
Besides, she did intend confession 
At Patrick's cell this even ; and there she was not I 
These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence. 
Therefore, I pray you, stand not to discourse, 
But mount you presently : and meet with me 
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Upon the rising of the mountain-foot 

That leads towards Mantua, whither they are fled : 

Dispatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. [Ext'f, 

Thu, Why, this it is to be a peevish girl, 
That flies her fortune when it follows her. 
I'll after, more to be reveng'd on Eglamour 
Than for the love of reckless Silvia. \Extt. 

Pro, And I will follow, more for Silvia's love 
Than hate of Eglamour, that goes with her. \Extt. 

Jul, And I will follow, more to cross that love 
Tnan hate for Silvia, that is gone for love. \Exit. 

Scene III. The forest. 

Enter Outlaws with Silvia. 

First Out, Come, come ; 
Be patient ; we must bnng you to our captain. 

5/7. A thousand more mischances than this one 
Have learn 'd me how to brook this patiently. 

Sec, Out. Come, bring her away. 

First Out, Where is the gentleman that was with her? 

Third Out, Being nimble-footed, he hath outrun us, 
But Moses and Valerius follow him. 
Go thou with her to the west end of the wood ; 
There is our captain : we'll follow him that's fled ; 
The thicket is beset, he cannot scape. 

{Exeunt all except the First Outlaw and Silvia. 

First Out, Come, I must bring you to our captain's 
cave: 
Fear not ; he bears an honorable mind. 
And will not use a woman lawlessly. 

Sil, O Valentine, this I endure for thee ! [Exeunt^ 

Scene IV. Another part of the forestm 

Enter VALENTINE. 

Val, How use doth breed a habit in a man ! 
These shadowy, desert, unfrequented woods 
r better brook than flourishing peopled towns 
Here can I sit alone, unseen of any. 
And to the nightingale's complaining notes 
Tune my distresses and record my woes. 
O thou that dost inhabit in my breast. 
Leave not the mansion so long tenantless, 
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Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall. 

And leave no memory of what it was ! 

Repair me with thy presence, Silvia ; \withtn^ 

Thou eentle nymph, cherish thy f6rlom swain ! \Noise 

What halloing and what stir is this to-day ? 

These are my mates, that make their wills their law. 

Have some unhappy passenger in chase : 

They love me well ; yet I have much to do 

To keep them from uncivil outrages. — 

Withdraw thee, Valentine : who's this comes here ? 

\^RetireSm 

Enter Proteus, Silvia, and]\i\AK in boys clothes. 
Pro. Madam, this service I have done for you, — 
Though you respect not aught your servant doth, — 
To hazard life, and rescue you from him 
That would have forc'd your honor and your love : 
Vouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair look ; 
A smaller boon than this I cannot beg. 
And less than this, I'm sure, you cannot give. 

VaL [aside] How like a dream is this I see and h<*ar ! 
Love, lend me patience to forbear awhile. 

5/7. O miserable, unhappy that I am ! 

/*ro. Unhappy were you, madam, ere I came ; 
But by my coming I have made you happy. 

Sf'i. By thy approach thou mafc'st me most unhappy. 

/it/, [aside] And me, when he approacheth to yout 

presence. 

Si/, Had I been seized by a hungry lion, 
I would have been a breakfast to the beast, 
Rather than have false Proteus rescue me, 
O, Heaven be judge how I love Valentine, 
Whose life's as tender to me as my soul ; 
And full as much — for more there cannot be — 
I do detest false perjur'd Proteus ! 
Therefore be gone, solicit me no more. 

Prtf. What dangerous action, stood it next to death* 
WoulJ I not undergo for one calm look ? 
O, 'tis the curse in love, and still approv'd. 
When women cannot love where they're belov'd ! 

Sit* When Proteus cannot love where he's belov'd. 
Read over Julia's heart, thy first best love, 
For whose dear sake thou didst then rend thy faith 
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Into a thousand oaths ; and all those oaths 
Descended into perjury, to love me. 
Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou'dst two. 
And that's far worse than none ; better have nonr 
Than plural faith, which is too much by one : 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend ! 

Pro, In love 

Who respects friend ? 

St'l, All men but Proteus. 

Pro, Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving words 
Can no way change you to a milder form, 
I'll woo you like a soldier, at arms' end, 
And love you 'gainst the nature of love, — force ye. 

Stl. O heaven ! 

Pro. I'll force thee yield to my desire. 

Val. [coming forward] Ruffian, let go that rude Jti- 

civil touch, — 
Thou friend of an ill fashion ! 

Pro. Valentine ! 

Val, Thou common friend, that's without faith of 
love, — 
For such is a friend now ; — thou treacherous man ! 
Thou hast beguil'd my hopes ; naught but mine eye 
Could have persuaded me : now I dare not say 
I have one friend alive ; thou wouldst disprove me. 
Who should be trusted, when one's own right hand 
Is perjur'd to the bosom ? Proteus, 
I'm sorry I must never trust thee more. 
But count the world a stranger for thy sake. 
The private wound is deep'st : O time most curst, 
'Mongst all foes that a friend should be the worst ! 

Pro. My shame and guilt confound me, — 
Forgive me, Valentine : if hearty sorrow 
Be a sufficient ransom for offense, 
I tender't here ; I do as truly suffer 
As e'er I did commit. 

Val, Then I am paid ; 

And once again I do receive thee honest : — 
Who by repentance is not satisfied 
Is nor of heaven nor earth ; for these are pleas'd 
By penitence th' Eternal's wrath's appeas'd : — 
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And, that my love may appear plain and free. 
All that was mine in Silvia I give thee, 

/u/, O me unhappy ! _ [Faints^ 

Pro, Look to the boy. 

Val, Why, boy 1 why, wag 1 how now I what is the 
matter t 
Look up ; speak. 

/ui, O good sir, my master charg'd me 

To deliver a ring to Madam Silvia ; 
Which, out of my neglect, was never done. 

Fro, Where is that ring, boy ? 

/ui. Here 'tis ; this is it. [Gives a ring^ 

Fro, How ! let me see : — 
Why, this is the ring I gave to Julia. 

Jul, O, cry you mercy, sir, I have mistook : 
This is the ring you sent to Silvia. [Shows another ring-m 

Fro, But how cam'st thou by this ring ? 
At my depart I gave this unto Julia. 

Jul. And Julia herself did give it me ; 
And Julia herself hath brought it hithev. 

Fro, How! Julia! 

Jul, Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths» 
And entertained 'em deeply in her heart : 
How oft hast thou with perjury cleft the root ! 
O Proteus, let this habit make thee blush ! 
Be thou asham'd that I have took upon me 
Such an immodest raiment, — if shame live 
In a disguise of love : 
It is the lesser blot, modesty finds. 
Women to change their shapes than men their minds. 

Fro, Than men their minds! 'tis true. heaven, 
were man 
But constant, he were perfect ! that one error 
Fills him with faults ; makes him run through all sins : 
Inconstancy falls off ere it begins. 
What is in Silvia's face, but I may spy 
More fresh in Julia's with a constant eye ? 

Val, Come, come, a hand from either : 
Let me be bless'd to make this happy close ; 
Twere pity two such friends should be long foes. 

Fro, Bear witness. Heaven, I have my wish for ever* 
Jul, And I mine. 
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Enter Outlaws, with Duke and Thurio, 

Outlaws, A prize, a prize, a prize I 

Val, Forbear,— 

Forbear, I say ! it is my lord the duke. — 
Your grace is welcome to a man disgraced, 
Banished Valentine. 

Duke, Sir Valentine ! 

Thu, Yonder is Silvia ; and Silvia's mine. 

VaL Thurio, give back, or else embrace thy death ; 
Come not within the measure of my wrath : 
Do not name Silvia thine ; if once acrain, 
Milano shall not hold thee. Here she stands : 
Take but possession of her with a touch ; — 
! dare thee but to breathe upon my love. 

Thu, Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I ; 
I hold him but a fool that will endanger 
His bodv for a girl that loves him not : 
I claim her not, and therefore she is thine. 

Duke, The more degenerate and base art thott» 
To make such means for her as thou hast done^ 
And leave her on such slight conditions.— 
Now, by the honor of my ancestry, 
I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine, 
And think thee worthy of an empress' love : 
Know, then, I here forget all former griefs. 
Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again. 
Plead a new state in thy unrival'd ment, 
To which I thus subscribe, — Sir Valentine, 
Thou art a eentleman, and well deriv'd ; 
Take thou thy Silvia, for thou hast deserv'd her. 

Val, I thank your grace ; the gift hath made me happy. 
I now beseech you, for your daughter's sake. 
To grant one boon that I shall ask of you. 

Duke. I grant it, for thine own, whate'er it be. 

VaL These banish 'd men, that I have kept withal. 
Are men endu'd with worthy qualities : 
Foreive them what they have committed here. 
And let them be recall d from their exile : 
They are reformed, civil, full of good. 
And fit for great employment, worthy lord. 

Duke, Thou hast prevail'd ; I pardon them and thee : 
Dispose of them as thou know'st their deserts.--- 
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Come, let us go : we will include all jars 
With triumphs, mirth, and rare solemnity. 

Val, And, as we walk along, I dare be bold 
With our discourse to make your grace to smile. 
What think you of this page, my lord ? 

Du^e. I think the boy hath grace in him ; he blushdb 

Va/, I warrant you, my lord, more grace than boy. 

Duke. What mean you by that saying ? 

VaL Please you, 1*11 tell you as we pass along^ 
That you will wonder what hath fortuned. — 
Come, Proteus ; 'tis your penance, but to hear 
The story of your loves discovered : 
That done, our day of marriage shall be yours ; 
One feast, one house, one mutual happiness. {Bxiuni^ 
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